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M E a

CHAPTER I.

FATHER VIVIAN.

II TR. MARSH wound his way through

^'-^ the pleasant leafy lanes at the back

of the village towards the house where Fa-

ther Vivian resided. The charm of that

part of Homeshire is its lanes, so narrow in

parts that it is a problem continually how

carriages are to pass one another, if two

were to meet ; but as it never happens

by any chance that two do meet, the quiet

of the lanes being rarely broken even by a

solitary vehicle passing through them, the

problem remains to this day unsolved. The
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banks are mostly high about here, and

covered with all the wealth and greenness

that English hedgerows so delight in. The

hawthorn and brambles that crown them are

seldom pruned, and at frequent intervals

the oak and the elm send forth their

branches to shadow the narrow footway.

Sometimes the trees are so thickly planted,

that, passing under, you think of some ca-

thedral aisle ; and then, when you emerge

from them, you catch a glimpse through

some break in the hedgerow of field upon

field stretching wide and fair in the sun-

light
;
you see the haymakers' at work, or

perhaps, more rarely, for Homeshire is

chiefly pasture land, the corn ripening gol-

denly in the sun.

The village had on either side lanes like

these, and it was not an unfrequent thing

for those who, like Mr. Marsh, wished to

find their way from one end of it to the
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other, to turn oif the high road, and take

the lanes mstead. The hill never seemed

so steep in them, and the pleasantness and

greenness of the way amply made up for

the slight detour from the road.

But Mr. Marsh this morning had some-

thing else to do than to admire the charm-

ing beauty of the autumn leaves, the wealth

of blackberries and hips and haws, or the

fair, broad fields that stretched on, broken

only by their hedgerows, till the spires of

St. Kevin's Abbey rose in the distance. He

was considering how best to broach the

subject of the sisterhood to Father Vivian,

and the possibility of Mr. Stanton allowing

his daughter to join it. He had seen the

father occasionally, and once or twice they

had exchanged a good day. Mr. Marsh

had been very deferential in his own man-

ner towards the father, and he, while ac-

knowledging the Curate's salutation with all

B 2
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due politeness, had managed to convey to

Mr. Marsh's mind a feeling of superiority on

his own part. It was a good-humoured bow

enough ; but Mr. Marsh felt that it was very

much the bow that in former times—before it

had been borne in upon his mind that

Dissenters were anathema maranatha—he

might himself have given to a Baptist

minister. He had an uneasy consciousness

that Father Vivian looked upon him much as

he had once done on an Independent or

Methodist. Well, this interview ought to

disabuse Father Vivian, and teach him that

the Anglo-Catholic Church was not so very

far from his own. They had so much in

common, why should they not fraternize

and work side by side, the two great lights

of Christendom ? Mr. Marsh's heart swelled

at the thought, and he hoped Fatlier

Vivian's would swell, too, and that he

would deign to recognise liim as a con-
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frere, Slid join hands in fellowship with him.

Mr. Marsh had another errand to perform

at the house where Father Vivian lodged.

Two of his choristers were the sons of its

master, Mr. Hubbard, a well-to-do farmer,

who had lately been elected churchwarden.

They were fine, well-grown lads, with

splendid voices ; but they were apt to be

remiss in their attendance at the week-day

services, and when reproved by Mr. Marsh,

instead of promising to do better, had

grumbled at having to come at all. " School-

ing was bad enough," the eldest told him
;

" he'd a sight rather be handling a rake

than a book ; but church twice a week, be-

sides Sundays, was too much for any fellow.

And the last Saint's day, as Mr. Marsh called

it, had been one when schoolmaster had

given the boys a holiday, and Bob and he

had been packed off by mother to church

instead—^which both Bob and he thought a
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thorough sell, and had made up their minds

they wouldn't stand it any longer, if mother

went on ever so."

The mother in question was a step-mother

only, and Mr. Hubbard's second wife. A
brisk, bustling woman, a veritable Martha

till now, but whom, Mr. Marsh flattered

himself, he was fast turning into a Mary.

Mr. Hubbard had not been so amenable to

his teaching. He was a huge, broad-shoul-

dered man, good-tempered enough when

crops were good, and things in general went

as he would have them, an indulgent hus-

band, a kind father, and as good a master as

any to be found in Homeshire. But he did

not like Mr. Marsh's new ways—in fact, he

had been brought up in Methodism, and

would possibly never have gone to church

at all, had it not been for the influence of

his two wives, who had both set their faces

against chapel. But the first Mrs. Hubbard
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had been content with attending her parish

church, as her father and mother had done be-

fore her—the Rector's ministrations sufficed

for her, good easy woman. But the present

Mrs. Hubbard was cast in a different mould.

She openly owned that she liked everything

"good and handsome about her—-just as

much in her religion as in all beside ;" and

the manner in which Mr. Marsh managed

matters at the chapel was greatly to her

taste. She had no time to embroider albs,

and capes, but she was most liberal in her

benefactions of flowers for the altar ; and

though she was quite unable to attend

matins, and was rarely present at the week-

day services, she sent the two boys regu-

larly to act as choristers, and it was not her

fault if they sometimes played truant by the

way. She could not bring her husband

over to her views—Mr. Hubbard was obsti-

nate and self-willed; but at least she
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brought liini to St. Paul's ; and though he

grumbled all the way there, and found

fault with Mr. Marsh all the way back, still,

he did go, and that in itself was something.

The fact of his presence was " a great

fact," in every sense of the word ; and Mrs.

Hubbard hoped the time would come when

he would be as devout a believer in the

Anglo-Catholic Church as she was herself

Hillfield Farm was the prettiest home-

stead in all Summerly, and Mrs. Hubbard

the most notable housewife in the village.

It was situated in one of the lanes at the

back of the village, and only separated by a

few fields, through w^hich ran a footway, from

the Rectory and parish church. It was a

great trouble to Mr. Hubbard that this foot-

way was never trodden on Sundays by him-

self and family ; even the maids were com-

pelled by their mistress to walk up the

winding lanes that led to St. Paul's, when
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they attended service on Sundays; and as to

keeping a Dissenter in her household, Mrs.

Hubbard scouted the idea. She had dis-

missed the dairymaid for persisting in at-

tending the Baptist Chapel in Milford—

a

great sacrifice for conscience' sake, Mrs. Hub-

bard said; "but duty's everything—she

should never get a girl who understood her

work so well ; but one must be prepared,

if need be, to suffer for one's Church—and

count it nothing !

"
•

Mr. Hubbard thought the suffering was

on the other side, and gave the recalcitrant

dairymaid a very handsome present over her

wages when she went ; but he let his wife

have her own way in the matter, hearing,

with a grim complacency, night after night,

the recital of the failings of each successive

dairymaid. Mrs. Hubbard changed six times

before she got suited, and then had to pay

four pounds a year more than she had ever
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given before. She felt herself a martyr, and

paid that four pounds as if it had been a

tribute to the Church. There never was

money better laid out, she said.

Mrs. Hubbard was not in the habit of

taking lodgers, but Father Vivian had come

under exceptional circumstances. A Catholic

lady, who had taken a furnished house at

Summerly, and who was one of Mrs. Hub-

bard's best customers for dairy produce,

asked her if she could accommodate the

Father. She was in delicate health, had no

room in her own house for him, but wished

to have him near. Would Mrs. Hubbard

object to let him have her spare bed-room

and parlour ? She scarcely knew where else

in the village the Father—^who, though plain

in his habits, was fastidious to a fault as re-

garded cleanliness and nicety—would find

suitable accommodation. Mrs. Hubbard felt

flattered by the compliment to her house-
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wifery ; she really had no use for the two

rooms the Father would occupy, she had a

vague, mysterious awe of a Catholic Priest,

and she thought she should like to see a

little more of the object of her curiosity.

She consulted Mr. Marsh on the subject,

and his fiat was in favour of her reception of

Father Vivian, who thereupon became an

inmate of Hillfield Farm, greatly to his own

satisfaction.

Father Vivian was at home when Mr.

Marsh arrived at the farm. This Mrs. Hub-

bard told him, as she came into the large

hall when she heard his voice, and ushered

him into her own sanctum. Mr. Hubbard

was sitting there, reading the Dispatch^ an

obnoxious paper in Mr. Marsh's eyes, and he

eyed it wrathfully. Mr. Hubbard laid it

down, looking up with an air of half-defiance

in the Curate's face. But he was not a man

who could harbour anger against another
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man who bad trusted himself under his roof^

tree, and Mr. Marsh found his hand heartily

shaken, and himself pressed to partake of

refreshment. Mr. Marsh declined ; he felt

a little nervous when he thought of the ap-

proaching interview, and was anxious to get

it over as soon as possible, therefore he in-

timated a wish to see Father Vivian at

once.

" ' Birds of a feather,' " remarked Mr.

Hubbard. " It's an old proverb and a true

one—isn't it, Mr. Marsh ? You've been go-

ing so fast towards Rome for the last year

or two, that I suppose now you've come to

ask the Father to let you travel there in his

company."

Mrs. Hubbard looked a dignified reproof

at her husband. Would he never learn to

treat Mr. Marsh with the respect to which

his office entitled him ? She glanced at Mr.

Marsh appealingly. Would he, for her
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sake, overlook her husband's coarseness ?

But Mr. Marsh appeared not to have heard

him, contenting himself with observing that

Father Vivian had now been three months

in the parish, and as he had not yet paid

him the ordinary civility of a call, which

was certainly his due, he was anxious to re-

pair his neglect at once.

" Then dang it ! Mr. Marsh, while you're

about it, hadn't you better leave a card at

the Chapel House ?" cried Mr. Hubbard.

.

" I think it's a year since the Harleys came

in the place, and I've never yet heard of.

your remembering they were neighbours

—

and rat me if I don't think one black coat

is as good as another
!"

"You forget, Mr. Hubbard," said the

Curate stiffly, "that the Church does not

recognise as a member of the ministry one

not duly appointed by the laying on of

hands. Mr. Harley I believe to be a good
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man in his way, but a mistaken one. He

has clambered over the wall into the sheep-

fold—not entered in at the door."

" Which Father Vivian has, and unlock-

ed it, too, with one of St. Peter's keys.

Why don't you borrow them of him, Mr.

Marsh? I'd have the real thing while I

was about it if I were you. What's the

good of plajdng at Catholics ? There's only

a stile or two between you and Rome. Go

over at once, and ask the Father to lend

you his hand to help you."

" John !" exclaimed Mrs. Hubbard, " I'm

ashamed of you, I am—in your own house,

too ! Mr. Marsh, I'll take you to Father

Vivian at once."

" In his own house !" Mr. Hubbard felt

that he had cause to be ashamed of himself

He was the very essence of hospitality, if

not of refinement, and he had been treating

a guest with rudeness. His great brown-red
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face looked a little crestfallen as he observed

in a lower tone,

" Well, Sally, I daresay Mr. Marsh can

make allowance for a plain man's plain speak-

ing ; and I hope he'll take a glass of ale,

just to show he's taken no offence."

But again Mr. Marsh declined. It was

always so difficult a thing to escape from

Mr. Hubbard's hospitality ; but he rose and

looked towards the door, and Mrs. Hubbard

showed him into the Father's private apart-^

ment; and leaving him there, returned to

give her husband the lecture he deserved.

He was anticipating it, and had a sheepish,

shame-faced consciousness that, after all, it

was not much more than his due* Mr.

Marsh deserved all he had said to him, and

a good deal more ; but then he should not

have said it in his own house.

"If I'd given it to him ten times as strong

at the vestry—only, dang it ! the beggar
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never comes there—it would have been no

more than he deserved. One has such a

small chance of getting at a fellow who is

always skulking behind the women's petti-

coats!—^hiding himself behind their gowns

as well as his own. If he'd go over to

Rome at once and have done with it, I'd

shake hands with him as an honest man; but

while he's jibbing at one thing in their

Church, and shying at another in his own,

how on earth is he to get over the road ?

The Father s worth fifty of him. He says

out and out what he is, and sticks to it.

One knows his colour ; but what's one to

do with a fellow who's afraid to own himself

anv colour at all ?"

But Mr. Hubbard knew better than to

make any remarks of this nature to his wife.

On the contrary, he received the scolding

which she gave him with all due humility.

If he didn't deserve it on one account, per-
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haps he did on another; and when Mrs. Hub-

bard had finished what she had to say, he

rose up with

—

"" Well, little woman, I'm sorry if I've

vexed you. You're right so far—a "man

ought to be civil to all in his own house.

But it's not so easy to be civil to Mr. Marsh

anywhere. I'll go and look after the reapers,

and then I shall be out of the way if you

choose to give him a cup of tea to drown

what I've said to him in. Truth's a good

thing, the parsons all tell you, but I'll be

hanged if ever I knew one of them that

could stand it for himself"

Father Vivian had just dined, and was

sitting by the open window looking out on

Mrs. Hubbard's trim, well-kept flower-garden,

now bright with its autumn display of asters,

dahlias, and hollyhocks. He was a tall,

thin man, of about fifty, with a gentlemanly

bearing and a pleasant smile—^pleasant in

VOL. II. c
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Spite of the shrewd gleam in the eye and

the sUghtly sarcastic curl of the lip. He

was a man of good though poor family, and

had been educated at St. Omer. Since his

arrival at Summerly he had heard a great

deal of Mr. Marsh, and had once quietly

slipped into St. Paul's and watched that

gentleman's mode of officiating, looking on

with a bland, good-humoured contempt, that

the old Rector's torpid, drowsy ministrations,

or the unpretending services at the Indepen-

dent Chapel, would have failed to excite.

For Mr. Marsh himself he had much the

same feeling that an aristocrat of the haut

regime might have entertained for a bourgeois

farmer-general, or the head of an old county

family for a retired stock-broker or trades-

man, who might have bought a neighbouring

estate, and was attempting, by dint of sheer

outlay, to pass himself off as one of the

members of the local aristocracy. Only,
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being a good-humoured man, Father Vivian

looked at such matters as fitter food for

amusement than indignation, and was not at

all inclined to resent Mr. Marsh's imitation of

himself and his order. Indeed, he con-

sidered the imitation as the truest compli-

ment that could be paid him, and was very

well content to wait and see how long it

would be before the play was turned into

earnest. Into earnest it would be turned,

the Father felt, unless a reaction set in, which

reaction was as likely as not to be caused by

the votaries of the Anglo-Catholic Church

pushing their pretensions too far. This

movement, to prove of any real importance

to the Church of Rome, must be carried on

by men of the world, who would know

—

that rarest knowledge—where to stop. And

Mr. Marsh was not a man of the world, nor

did he belong to that higher class of self-

forgetting enthusiasts, men ready to sacrifice

c 2
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all for their ideal of a perfect Church, who,

however misled by an over-anxiety to do

her honour, a wish that all that was precious

and beautiful in the world, that art could

bring, or intellect devise, should be conse-

crated to her service, had no self-seeking in

the matter. Enthusiasts, glorious if mistaken

men, of whom, if need be, martyrs might be

made ; to whom the Church, as they imagined

her, was above all, and before all ; who

would walk barefoot, and in rags, if they

could have seen her enthroned and radiant.

Such men were useful, too—the Church of

Rome knew well how to make them serve

her turn ; but Mr. Marsh was not such as

these—certainly not a hypocrite, inasmuch

as he deceived himself more than anyone

else—but, while heaping all the honour

he could upon his Church, quite ready

to claim his own share of her honour.

Certainly neither a Keblc nor a Pusey

—
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Father Vivian quite recognized that fact

—

and not altogether possessed of the tact, the

skill, the patience, which, after all, might

do more service to the Church of Rome than

all the zeal and fervour of the men who had

so lately sought to find in her communion their

visions of a free and Apostolic Church real-

ized to the full.

But whatever Father Vivian's real senti-

ments towards Mr. Marsh might be, no trace

of them was discernible in his manner. He.

rose up to welcome his visitor with all the

urbanity of one gentleman receiving an act of

ordinary courtesy from another, laying down

the paper he had been reading to do so.

It was the Times—not the Tablet^ as Mr.

Marsh would have expected. A very secu-

lar paper, and a secular employment ; but

Father Vivian, though a faithful servant of

his Church, liked to see how matters were

going on in the world outside it. Mr.



22 MEG.

Marsh tried to give his visit the air of a

mere morning call; and Father Vivian,

though satisfied that some ulterior motive

had originated it, was content to leave Mr.

Marsh to declare that motive himself. No-

thing seemed to lead the v^ay to it, as Mr.

Marsh had hoped ; the Father talked of the

ncAvs of the day, touched on one or two

political questions, praised the beauty of

the neighbouring country, and of Home-

shire in general ; but notliing arose to

turn the conversation in the channel Mr.

Marsh would have liked to see it take. It

was gentleman and gentleman, not priest

and priest, and Mr. Marsh felt uncomfort-

able. Possibly the Father would refuse to

recognise him as such—ignore his clerkly

claims altogether, just as he had ignored

those of Mr. Harley, of the Chapel House,

and others of like standing. It was not a

pleasant position to find himself in—he be-
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gan to feel rather small in his own eyes

;

still, as he had come there to speak of the

sisterhood, speak of it he must. He had bet-

*ter look small in his own eyes than in those

of Mrs. Orley, and he felt that he should

look very small indeed if he went back to

Summerly Cottage, and told its mistress that

he had seen Father Vivian, and had not

had courage to broach the subject to him.

After a little hesitation he plunged into it,

stating his own need of something of the.

kind to assist him in his parochial minis-

trations, and asking the Father if he could

advise him as to its organization.

" We are so near together—the points of

difference between our Churches are hap-

pily lessening so fast, that I felt emboldened

to come and solicit your advice in the mat-

ter. You will not misunderstand me, I am

sure, when I say that it would gratify me

beyond measure to have the benefit of your
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superior experience in this thing. You will

believe that I come to you as one priest to

another, wiser in such things than himself,

to ask if you can help me."
"

Father Vivian passed his hands gently one

over the other, and smiled slightly.

" I shall be happy to assist you, but, in

our respective positions, is not my doing so

rather an anomaly ?"

"We are so near," pleaded Mr. Marsh.

"I did not think that the matter would strike

you in that light."

" Well—yes, we are near," observed Fa-

ther Vivian ;
" but the question is, are we

near enough to work together ? You have

come a long way towards us," he continued

in a mildly suggestive tone—" it is almost

strange that you have not come a little fur-

ther. There are still points of difference

that would not be much for you to concede,

but which, till they are conceded, will make
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it difficult for us to allow your claims to

brotherhood. " .

" Well, and these points ?" asked Mr.

Marsh eagerly ;
" which are they ?

"

"The marriage of the clergy for one, my

dear sir," said Father Vivian. "You at

least, in practice, appear opposed to that.

Are you a celibate from conviction?"

An awkward question for Mr. Marsh, who

was only a celibate till a suitable oppor-

tunity presented itself for changing his con,-

dition ; and who thought that the marriage

of the clergy was just the one thing on

which he could not agree with the Church

of Rome.

The Father saw his hesitation, and con-

tinued

—

" That is one of the points which will go

a long way against the union of the two

churches. And, after all, why should not

yours yield it ? Women are well enough,
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my dear sir, well enough in their way, es-

pecially such women as Mrs. Hubbard—

a

model housekeeper; but what are they

that they should stand between the union of

the Churches ; and until you are content to

cede this question of marriage, I do not

think we can be brought to incorporate you

with ourselves. No—till then I do not see

how we can look upon you as more than the

least erring of those who have wandered

from our fold."

Mr. Marsh felt very uncomfortable. Did

the Father really mean to say that he and

his order were to be placed on the same

footing as those Dissenters whom he, from

the height of his priesthood, had looked

such scorn upon. Something in the Father's

manner, even more than his words, implied

that he did, and that he was a very long

way indeed from recognising Mr. Marsh's

claims to a footing by his side.
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Father Vivian glanced at him, and guess-

ed what was passing in his mind ; but he

was not disposed to be too hard on an op-

ponent, much more on one who had only

erred through over-anxiety to be a friend.

He therefore went on

—

" We are 7iot so near, my dear sir, as you

had imagined ; but I do not see why that

should prevent my giving you what small

help I can in this matter. Let me know in

what I can be of service."

Then Mr. Marsh, thus encouraged, un-

folded his idea of the sisterhood, and asked

the Father whether he could not help in

organising it ; what rules should be observed

in its formation, what duties required of

its members, what restrictions imposed on

them, and, above all, would it be wise and

well to have a distinctive badge or dress to

be worn by the sisterhood when engaged in

their duties?
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" I see," observed Father Vivian. " No

doubt with the ladies the dress is of some

importance. Is that the point on which you

wished to consult me ? I am not skilled in

such matters—but if my presence, when you

meet together, will be of any service, I

shall be happy to attend. We are, after all,

sufficiently near in many points, to permit

my helping you in any good work. If you

are willing to run the risk of the remarks

that my doing so may cause, I am willing to

chance the possibility of censure from my

ecclesiastical superiors. After all, it is an

error on the side of mercy—always the best

side, my dear sir, to err upon."

Mr. Marsh did not quite like the view

Father Vivian took of the matter. He felt

himself—he knew not how—placed on a

much lower level than that which he be-

lieved his rightful one. It seemed very

clear that the Father was by no means in-
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clined to place tlie Anglo-Catliolic Church

on a level with his own; and that though he

was not altogether disinclined to assist Mr.

Marsh in the formation of his sisterhood, he

was doing it much more out of a good-hu-

moured tolerance than from any idea that

he was helping one who stood on the same

spiritual level as himself.

The Father was a well-bred man, but

with all his politeness he had managed to

set Mr. Mavsh down very effectually, and

make him feel that in the eyes of the Papal

Church his own, with all the strides it had

taken towards Rome, was a very small affair

indeed ; he thought of Mr. Bright's asser-

tion, that the Church of England was about

as old as any other form of dissent. That

seemed pretty well the Father's opinion too.

He had gone very far, but he had not gone

far enough for Rome to recognise him as a

priest ; and he did not care to go much fur-
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ther. Mr. Hubbard had told liim there

were only two or three stiles between him-

self and the Romish Church, and tliat the

Father might help him to surmount these

stiles. Possibly ; but if one of them was

celibacy, why, that would be a very hard

stile indeed to get over ; and Mr. Marsh,

for his own part, felt that he should be very

sorry indeed to make the trial. He rose to

take his leave, and Father Vivian, taking up

his hat, went with him to the door, and

down the path of the garden, saying that he

had occasion to go out, and would accom-

pany Mr. Marsh as far as tlieir roads went

together. Mrs. Hubbard came after them,

entreating Mr. Marsh to stop and partake of

tea, and rest a little longer after his walk.

But this Mr. Marsh declined ; he had a

great regard for Mrs. Hubbard, but he had

no wish to come again in contact with her

husband, and therefore he walked on with
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Father Vivian, and the two strolled up the

lane that wound its way from the farmhouse

to the upper part of Summerly.

They had not gone very far when they

met Mr. Hubbard, who was returning from

the fields, where he had been overlooking

his reapers. He was hot and flushed, as a

man well might be whose overlookings

were always performed in such a vigorous

manner as Mr. Hubbard performed his.

His large face was all a-glow with heat, and

he stopped to wipe it with his handkerchief,

and address Mr. Marsh as he met him.

" Thought you'd have stopped with the

missus to tea, sir, and gone home when the

day was a little cooler. I'm nigh broiled

with the heat myself; but one mustn't com-

plain—it's glorious harvest weather."

Mr. Marsh remembered that he had said

nothing either to Mr. Hubbard or his wife

as to the truant choristers. He would ra-
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ther have spoken to the lady about them,

but he felt disinclined to turn back in the

heat for the purpose, therefore he said

—

" I was going to ask you to speak to your

boys, Mr. Hubbard. You were good enough

to say they should act regularly as choris-

ters."

"Dang it! not I!" cried Mr. Hubbard.

" It was the missis's doing, not mine ; but I

didn't think it worth while to go against her

in the matter."

Mr. Marsh wished he had braved the

heat, and gone back to Mrs. Hubbard ; but

he could hardly do so now, as he had

broached the subject of the missing choris-

ters to her husband ; therefore he con-

tinued

—

"Well, then, it was Mrs. Hubbard we

have to thank for their assistance—which

really, when they give it regularly, Mr.

Hubbard, is of some value. But they will
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not be regular—have absented themselves

three successive saints' days ; and I am sorry

to say the elder, when reproved, showed a

spirit of contumacy, I may say of insolence,

that I think for his own sake ought to be

checked at once.

" Of course—of course, Mr. Marsh," re-

plied Mr. Hubbard, mopping his face more

heartily than ever. His sympathies, it is

needless to say, were all with the culprits

;

but he considered he owed Mr. Marsh some

amends for his incivility in his own house.

" Boys always want keeping in order ; and

the best of them are the better for a

trouncing now and then. The young ras-

cals, I'll let them know I'll have no shirking

their work, once they've taken to it, or they

and I shall quarrel. Still, there's some al-

lowance to be made for them after all, espe-

cially in blackberry-time."

"But the inconvenience, Mr. Hubbard

—
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the disappointment and annoyance caused

by their stopping away when we have

counted on their voices, are very great. I

say nothing of higher considerations, which

I fear would not have the weight vnth you

that they should ; but I shall hope that you

will at least give the lads to understand that

it is quite bad enough to fail in their very

serious duties, without being insolent when

reproved for so doing."

" Of course I shall, Mr. Marsh—of course

I shall—no fear of that. You should have

given it well to the young villains yourself at

the time—^but, there, you parsons mustn't

speak out like other men—I feel for you

there
—

'pon my soul, I do now !
" and Mr.

Hubbard desisted from his mopping, and

looked sympathisingly at the two clerical

gentlemen. "You can't come out with a

good hearty damn, let a fellow play the

dickens as much as he will ; and it's a great
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relief to let the steam off that way now and

then."

Then Mr. Hubbard walked on towards

another part of his farm, and Father Vivian

said, with a half smile,

" Your work lies before you, my dear sir,

if you have many such as Mr. Hubbard

amongst your parishioners."

d2
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CHAPTER IT.

MRS. ORLEYS LETTER.

nnHERE were two posts a-day at Sum-

-^ merly, and it was the afternoon one

that brought Mrs. Winthrop the missive

which Mrs. Orley had despatched to her.

She was sitting before the house on a gar-

den-seat under the trees, when the letter

came, and opened it with a Uttle languid

excitement. She had not many corres-

pondents, so a letter was an event, in a

small way ; but her correspondents never

had much to tell her, so that the event was

not likely to be of great importance after

all. But this letter appeared an exception

to those Mrs. Winthrop was in the habit of
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receiving, for she uttered one or two little

ejaculations, whicli made Nelly, who was

twisting Titania's whiskers round her fingers,

look up curiously. Mrs. Winthrop read her

letter twice over, then she handed it to

Nelly, saying,

" I wish you'd see for yourself, my dear,

what Mrs. Orley says—Mrs. Orley, my

cousin, of Summerly Cottage, on the Com-

mon—you've heard me speak of her, I

think ?"

Indeed, Nelly had—or rather of Mr.

Orley, for that gentleman had impressed

Mrs. Winthrop, as he did a great many peo-

ple, with a sense of his importance to the

world in general ; and Mrs. Winthrop, always

glad to have some one to look up to, was

very ready to look up to Mr. Orley, and

take him at his own valuation, which was

not a small one. Mrs. Orley Nelly had

seen often in the village, and knew her by
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siglit and name, but that only since Mrs.

Winthrop's arrival at the Oaks.

Mr. Orley's fame had not extended so

far as he had imagined. The Oaks was

little more than a mile from Summerly

Common, but he was quite unknown to

Mr. Stanton. Indeed, that gentleman

made a point of ignoring the Common and

its residents altogether, with the excep-

tion of the Curate, whose position entitled

him to some respect at his hands. There

was the crime of newness about it all—

a

crime ineffaceable, but by the long lapse of

years, in Mr. Stanton's eyes. The Common

was worthy of the name when he had first

taken up his abode at Summerly. A wide

waste of earth and furze, in which the rabbits

ran wild, and the gipsies pitched their tents

;

and then people from London had settled on

it. One had built himself a house, another

run up half a dozen villas, and a third a few
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cottages of the better sort, till a great builder,

whose own residence was in the neighbour-

hood, had completed the change by erecting

a few red-brick semi-Gothic dwellings, of no

particular time and date, with small win-

dows, and small rooms, and an immense

waste of brick-work and space about them

generally, which he called mansions, and

Mr. Stanton villakins; and having obtain-

ed for these at least half as much rent again

as they were worth, the place became

popular amongst a certain class of Lon-

doners, who voted Summerly Common the

healthiest spot in the kingdom, and picked

up houses as fast as they were to let upon

it, which, of course, had the effect not only

of raising rents, but of causing other houses

to be built, wherever ground could be ob-

tained for building purposes.

It was to accommodate this new popula-

tion that the chapel of ease had been
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erected a few years ago. Mr. Stanton had

subscribed liberally to its erection. As

the people were there, he supposed they

must have a church. They had spoiled the

neighbourhood, and it would be better they

should have some place of worship of their

own, than crowd into the parish church,

where they might even expect—there was

no bounds to the insolence of these ro-

turier^s—to be accommodated in his family

pew, if there was not room enough for them

below. So he gave his fifty pounds, and

felt that he had done his duty by his un-

welcome neighbours, and that they had no

claim upon him for anything further, either

for themselves or their church.

It is therefore not surprising that Nelly

knew so little of the inhabitants of Summer-

ly Common; but she had heard so much

lately of the cliange that had taken place

in the church since Mr. Marsh had officiated
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there, that she had sometimes felt a wish, as

far as spiritual matters were concerned, to

cast her lot in with theirs. The old Rector

was very good—if he had been her grand-

father, she could not have been fonder of

him ; but his sermons were very dreary, and

the church so neglected, and the whole ser-

vice so unattractive, that she would gladly

have worshipped elsewhere. Only she could

not grieve the old gentleman by absenting

herself from the family pew, which was just,

before the pulpit, and to which he always

turned his eyes on entering it. But she

might attend the week-day services at St.

Paul's, she had heard they were very

beautiful—that would give her something to

think of all the rest of the week, and the

next Sunday in church, which the Rector's

sermons never did—even when she could

hear them, which was by no means always

the case.
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She took up this letter, therefore, with a

little curiosity, in spite of her remembrance

of the very unattractive person from whom

it came, and read aloud :

—

" Summerly Cottage, Eve of St. Elfrida.

" My dear Lucinda,—I am induced to

write to you from my recollection of your

readiness always to submit yourself to my

direction in spiritual matters, when residing

with me."

" I should have had no peace if I hadn't,"

said Mrs. Winthrop, meekly. " Cordelia

always would have her own way, from the

time we went to school together. Besides,

when you're visiting at a house, I consider

it's only polite to think as much as you can

like the people you're staying with. So as

Cordelia was High Church, of course I was

High Church too, though I must say it was

a great relief to me, when I came here, to
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find that your dear papa was not of fclie same

way of thinking. Matins are dreadfully

trying in winter. Tm sure the cold I caught

through attending them with Cordelia was

the worst one I ever had in my life ; but it

was no use saying anything about it to her.

She always says nothing should stand in the

way of one's duty. At the same time, I

don't believe Cordelia ever had so much as

a finger-ache in her life."

Nelly continued :
" Owing to your posi- .

tion in Mr. Stanton's family, it is possible

that you may be the means of inducing his

daughter to join us in a sisterhood myself

and several of the principal ladies in Sum-

merly are about to form, for the purpose of

lightening Mr. Marsh's labours, by taking

on ourselves those works of love and mercy

which his higher duties leave him no leisure

to attend to."

" It's district visiting she means, my dear,"
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said Mrs. Winthrop, " only Cordelia always

likes to give things grand names."

" It's very good of her," said Nelly. " I

can't help tliinking there's a great deal of

distress in the place. I'm sure I should like

to help Mrs. Orley. I always feel so sorry

for the poor."

"So do I," said Mrs. Winthrop, "especially

when Cordelia visits them." And she gave

a slight shudder as she thought of that un-

lovely lady's cross-questioning the women at

whose houses she called, and drilling the

children in their Catechism. " But go on, my

dear. I want to know what you think of it."

Nelly read :
" Miss Stanton is, no doubt,

like all girls of her age, idle and frivolous."

" Never mind, my dear," interrupted Mrs.

Winthrop. " I don't believe Cordelia ever

was young herself."

"Still, although personally inefficient, from

her father's position she may be of much use
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to US. It is your duty—a duty that I trust

neither indolence nor timidity will cause you

to shrink from—to tell her as much, and to

induce her to join us at once. Next Mon-

day, at eleven o'clock, a meeting will be

held at my house, where the sisterhood will

be organized, Mr. Marsh presiding at it, and

—but this is in strict confidence."

" Perhaps I'd better not read that bit," sug-

gested Nelly.

" Oh ! go on, my dear. I always know,

whenever Cordelia talks of anything being

in strict confidence, she means every one in

the parish to know it."

"In strict confidence," read Nelly, em-

phatically
—

" it is possible that we may be

favoured by the presence of that saintly man

Father Vivian, a priest of the Elder Church,

who may be induced to give us the benefit

of his experience in such matters. Trusting

that we shall see both Miss Stanton and your-
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self at that hour, I remain, your affectionate

cousin and sincere well-wisher,

" Cordelia Margaret Orley."

" And now," said Mrs. Winthrop, looking

helplessly at the young lady she was sup-

posed to have the charge of, "what on earth

am I to do, my dear ?"

" Go to Summerly Cottage next Monday,"

said Nelly, decisively, " and ask papa to let

you take me with you—I shall like it of all

things. It's very good of Mrs. Orley to

think of me, and I'll do my very best, if

she'll only put me in the way to be of some

real use in the matter."

" I'm sure your papa will object," mur^

mured Mrs. Winthrop—" I'm afraid even to

name it to him ; and if I don't, Cordelia will

be mortally offended, and never forgive me.

As a rule," continued Mrs. Winthrop, medi-

tatively, " she never does forgive any one.
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It's a singular thing, isn't it, my dear, that

good people are the most difficult of all to

get on with ?
"

" I'll talk to papa myself," said Nelly

—

" I'll tell him it's a thing I ought to do, and

I don't think he ought to hinder my doing

it. Come along, Ti. There's your letter,

Mrs. Winthrop ; I shan't want that. Don't

be afraid of papa. You know I always do

as I like with him, one way or another."

Nelly walked to the house, still holding

her cat, but not with her usual tripping

step. She was graver and more thoughtful

than her wont, for this letter of Mrs. Orley's

seemed as if sent in answer to the unquiet

questionings that had lately been troubling

her. She was frivolous and idle—Mrs. Or-

ley was quite right there, in Nelly's opinion

—and it was time that she did work in ear-

nest ; only somehow, till now, it seemed as

if the work would never come in her way.
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Here was just the opening slie wanted, if

her father would only let her embrace it.

She could, she ought to, do so much—she,

with all her leisure and her ample means.

No doubt it would be hard at first, and she

should make some blunders, but she would

persevere, and have great patience, and

after a time she might be as efficient a sister

as any of the band. And if she could only

now and then attend the services at St.

Paul's—those services of which she had

heard so much, with their censers and their

singing, their white-robed choristers, their

altar, wdth its cross enthroned amidst

flowers, and all their stately ceremonial, till

she felt that to join in theai must be real-

izing the very poetry of religion, and carry-

ing out on earth the worship of the saints

in heaven ! If she could only sometimes at-

tend there, what a help and comfort it

would be to her! Only soinetimes there
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was that good old Rector to be thought of,

who had once told her that his church

never looked the same if she were not in it,

and Mrs. Vernon, who would be grieved if

any slight were thrown on her husband's

ministry—she must not vex either of these

old friends. After all, to be permitted to

join the sisterhood was the great thing that

would help and benefit others—to attend

St. Paul's would only be a joy and solace to

herself. No, she would be content to abide

by the old parish church and the Rector, if

her father would only allow her to go

amongst their poorer neighbours, and give

them what help she might.

On she went towards the . library, where

she found not only her father, but her two

cousins, George and Arnold Ensdell. The

latter had been staying at the house for the

last week, taking his short autumnal holiday

there, in fact, and roaming through the
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lanes and woods of pleasant Homeshire with

his little cousin, thankful for once to have

some one with her even more untirable than

herself. Mr. George Ensdell had only come

down an hour or two before. It was a cus-

tom of his, when tired of the baked air and

dusty streets of London, to take the train to

Milford, and walk from the station through

the fields to the Oaks, where he was sure

of a welcome and a good dinner, and per-

haps the excitement of a quarrel with his

pretty little cousin, who was just old enough,

in his opinion, to begin to be amusing. Just

at present, however, Mr. George Ensdell

had something else to think of than such

amusements ; his hands had been very full

in many ways since his return from the sea-

side, which was about a week after Mrs.

Blount's death. It is unnecessary to state

here in what manner Mr. Ensdell had been

employing himself—that will be unfolded
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before long ; at present our business is with.

Nelly, in the turmoil of doubt, anxiety, and

hopefulness into which Mrs. Orley's letter

had thrown her.

She paused, irresolute, when she saw

George Ensdell, whose very arrival at the

Oaks she had forgotten. She did not like

to speak to her father on the subject of the

sisterhood before him. She did not mind

Arnold—nay, she rather thought he would

help her in the matter ; but she would have

little sympathy, she felt very sure, in any-

thing of the kind from George. But Mr.

Stanton's eyes were very keen where his

daughter was concerned ; and he saw that

something was troubling her now.

" What is it, Nelly ?—you've come to tell

me something ? Out with it—never mind

George—nobody ever does; he can but

tease you, and you can but be saucy in re-

turn. Let me know what's amiss ?"

E 2



52 ^LEG.

Mr. Stanton was sitting in his favourite

position by the window, and had been

watchincr Ins daughter from it for the last

hour. Arnold Ensdell was at the library-

table, deep in the Quarterly ; while his bro-

ther stood with the IVhitehall Daily in his

hand, from which he had just been reading

a passage to Mr. Stanton. The Whitehall

Daily suited both these gentlemen. It was

fluent and easy to read, had a pleasant

worldliness about it, which went very well

with their own conventional ethics ; and it

found fault with ever}1;hing and everybody

in the world, without ever troubling itself

to show how matters could be righted, and

people taught to behave better. But much

as Mr. Stanton liked the Whitehall Daily^ it

was powerless to chain his attention when

Nelly was in the way; and he drew her

down to the low stool near him—her own

especial place—and again bade her tell him

what was amiss.
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Nelly hesitated a moment—in which mo-

ment Ti's whiskers suifered ; then she looked

shyly at her cousin Arnold, who appeared as

deep as ever in his Review, and at George,

who was smiling down upon her. Nelly

felt angry with them both—especially Ar-

nold, who would not lay down his book for

any trouble of hers. But that smile of

George's inspired her with a spirit of defi-

ance—why should she mind his standing

there, when she had anything to say that it

was right should be said ? And, therefore,

releasing Ti's whiskers, and holding her soft,

white paws instead, she said, " Papa, Mrs.

Winthrop has had a letter from her cousin,

Mrs. Orley, of Summerly Cottage. You've

heard her speak of Mr. and Mrs. Orley, papa?"

" Well, my dear, I never do hear much

of what Mrs. Winthrop says, but the Rec-

tor has spoken of him as the new Church-

warden. A stout, loud man, the old gentle-
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man tells me, with always a great deal to

say; but useful, for all that. I suppose

such men are useful in their way. A Na-

tional Church is a recognised necessity ; and

that being so, I suppose we must have

churchwardens and curates ; and they're

both well enough, I dare say, as long as we

don't see too much of them. Well, what

about the Churchwarden, my dear ?"

" Oh ! papa, it isn't him—it's his wife

and Mr. Marsh I want to speak to you

about !" cried Nelly, nervously.

" You don't mean to say you've brought

us a tit-bit of scandal, Nelly!" cried Mr.

George Ensdell. " I thought you were too

Arcadian in Summerly for any such pleasant

wickednesses."

"Be quiet, George!" cried Nelly, flush-

ing up ;
" I'm in earnest, sir," as a proof of

it, she sent Titania from her. " Now, papa,

if you'll attend, I'll go on." Then NelHe
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dashed at once into her subject, acquainting

her father, as well as she knew, with Mrs.

Orley's intention of originating a sisterhood,

to assist Mr. Marsh in his labours ; and wind-

ing up by asking her father's permission to

join them.

"You'd make a sweet Sister of Mercy,

Nelly," said George Ensdell ;
" I should like

to be one of your proteges.''

Nelly kept a scornful silence, as far as

Mr. Ensdell was concerned ; but she looked

pleadingly at her father, who appeared by

no means inclined to grant her request, and

rather annoyed at its having been made.

" Mayn't I go, papa ?—mayn't I ?" urged

Nelly. " I'm not a bit of use in the world

that I can see, going on as I do. I should

so like to teach the children, and read to

the poor people when they were ill. Of

course I couldn't do much ; but do—do let

me try and do my little !"
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But Mr. Stanton was not disposed to ac-

cede to his daughter s request. It was very-

hard to have to refuse her—much harder

than Nelly herself could imagine—but he

could not have her brought in contact with

the dirty village children, nor run the risk

of fever and infectious diseases by her at-

tendance on sick beds. Neither did he

choose her to mix with the people of Sum-

merly Common. It was very unpleasant to

say no to Nelly, but no must be said. If

she would only have taken a fancy to any-

thing else—a new horse, a fernery, an aqua-

rium, a visit to Paris, a few weeks in London

—he would have gratified her in any and all

of these particulars^ but he could not allow

her to associate with these new people at

the other end of the village, or run into all

the dangers this new-fangled way of district

visiting might expose her to.

He told her as much, adding,
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" Take some other whim into your head,

Nelly, and I'll see if you can't have your

own way in it. But this thing cannot be

—

you must see yourself, on a little reflec-

tion, that it is not to be thought of for a

moment."

" It's not a whim, papa ; and I don't see

that you've any right to treat it as such I"

cried Nelly passionately. " Am I to be no-

thing but a spoiled child all my life ?—of

no good to myself or any one in the world?*

Would you keep me here for ever playing

with my cat, and gathering my flowers?

Do you think that was all I was born for ?"

It was the first time Nelly had ever been

so rebellious. Her father had always

avoided coming into open collision with her

until now, and Nelly, with a little manage-

ment, had generally been amenable to rea-

son, or her father's view of it. But in thig

matter he could not yield, and he began to
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be afraid that she would not ; and if she did

persist in this mad scheme, he should have

her catching the small-pox or the scarlet

fever ; and even if she escaped both those

dangers, there would be the certainty of an

influx of the people from Summerly Com-

mon invading his retirement.

He looked anxiously at her. She was

flushed, and the tears stood in her eyes.

How he should stand against Nelly's tears

he knew not, but every way he felt that he

could not yield the point in dispute. The

best thing at present appeared to be to beat

a dignified retreat, which would terminate

the discussion for the present ; and it was

possible that Nelly's over-zeal in the matter

might cool down in a day or two. If it did

not, he would give her something else to

think of, by taking her out of the way for

a little time to the Lakes, or even on the

Continent—anything would be better than
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letting her have her own way in this matter.

He rose from his chair—it was a great

annoyance the having to do so—he always

spent the afternoon in his study ; but it was

the only thing to be done under present cir-

cumstances—and said,

" We'll drop the subject for the present,

Nelly ; it's quite possible that you may think

differently of it in a day or two."
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CHAPTER III.

THE HOUSE IN KENTISH TOWN.

"VTO. 20, Elma Place, Saville Road, had

^ ^ been empty for some time. Mrs. Need-

ham next door had been very anxious that

it should let. It was not pleasant to have

an uninhabited house for a neighbour

—

thieves might get in, and force an entry from

one dwelling into the other—she had heard

of such things being done—and walk along

the gutter that ran past the attic windows,

and so manage to strip half the neighbour-

ing houses. And when a policeman and his

wife were put in, to take charge, matters were

little better. The policemanwas away all night

upon duty, just when his presence might have
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been some protection ; and his wife was al-

ways gossiping over the garden wall with

the neighbouring servants, to the waste of

their time and her own, or standing at the

door with a dirty baby in her arms, while

the children played on the steps, and made

dirt-pies in the gutter, to the great discredit

of the whole street. Altogether, it was an

inexpressible relief to Mrs. Needham's mind

when she saw the bill taken down and the

blinds going up at No. 20.

" I only hope we shall have nice neigh-

bours," she said to her sister, Mary Norton.

*^ Quiet, respectable people, that will keep

their servants in good order, and not have

the piano jingling, as the last did, at all

hours of the day and night. Tell me if you

see the furniture going in."

When the furniture did go in, it was of a

nature calculated to give Mrs. Needham a

very good opinion indeed of her neighbours.
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being ofa much more costly description than

people in Elma Place were in the habit of

having. Mary Norton was in raptures with

some of the articles she caught glimpses

of as they were carried from the van into the

house.

" They're nice people, I'm sure, Mary, by

the look of their things. A new married

couple, most likely. Everything's come di-

rect from the upholsterer's, you see, so they

can't have been in housekeeping before. I

wonder if the lady's pretty. I hope it won't

be long before we see her."

Elma Place was the prettiest little row of

houses in and about the suburban locality

in which it was situated. The dwellings

were small,—not a house that had more

than seven rooms and a wash-house ; but they

were neatly finished off with a little compo

over the windows, and pretty iron balconies

in front of them. The front gardens were
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small, but large enough to give a plea-

sant air of greenness to the street, and at

the back there was just space enough for a

grass-plot, two or three lilac-trees, and, for

those who wanted to be very rural, a bench

under them. A very quiet street, with little

traffic, where the organ-grinders plied their

trade undisturbed by either inhabitants or

policemen, and where, after the tradesmen's

boys had made their rounds, there was little

to disturb the stillness, till the return of th^

gentlemen from business. A well-kept,

neat, orderly street, and Mrs. Needham's the

neatest and best kept house in it.

The master and mistress of Number

Twenty were supposed to have come to their

new residence in the evening, for nothing

was seen of their arrival. It being rainy

weather, the lady did not make her appear-

ance for some days, either out of doors, or

in the street, or the little back garden.
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and Mary Norton felt curious about her.

The curtains were so lovely next door

—

Mary was just a little gushing at times—and

the work-table by the back window such a

love ; and the flower-stand in the front

filled with such exquisite flowers, that she

felt sure the owner of all these pretty things

must be perfection. She kept as good a

look out, therefore, as her present employ-

ment—the painting a group of asters—^per-

mitted her ; and on the fourth day, as she

sat in her little room, which was half studio,

half bedroom, had the gratification of seeing

the new neighbour.

Only a back view, however. The lady

was standing by the wall at the end of the

garden, gathering a few ivy leaves. She

was rather tall, and even in her loose morn-

ing wrapper—a wrapper, however, of a

style and texture not often seen in Elma

Place—Mary could perceive, slight and
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well-formed. Mary had failed in High Art,

as I have already told, and, according to

Mrs. Mayne, would never make an artist ; for,

after all, tvhat was a group of asters compar-

ed with Boadicea ? But she had something

of the artist's eye in her for all that, and it

dwelt with pleasure on the graceful outlines

before her.

" I'm sure Lucy would like to see her

—

I'll call her," said Mary ; and Mrs. Need-

ham, who was only in the adjoining room,

came when summoned. She was an active

little creature of about thirty, with three or

four children to look after, and a house

which it was the pride of her heart to keep

in the neatest, trimmest order possible. She

had not much time to spare for her neigh-

bours, but, still, she came forward when

called by Mary, and looked from the win-

dow with nearly as much interest as did

that young lady herself.

VOL. II. F
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" A good figure—very," said Mrs. Need-

ham, decisively; " and splendid hair. How

well she does it too—she's turning now.

Why, Mary, I never saw a face so like that

one over the mantelpiece there. One would

think you had painted it from her."

Mary Norton looked intently. Like—yes,

there was no questioning the likeness be-

tween the daintily-dressed young lady now

returning to the house, with the ivy-leaves

in her hand, and the girl from the streets,

whose face had so won upon her. It was

impossible that they could be the same;

and, yet, stranger things had happened after

all. A man might surely forget a girl's low

parentage and poverty when she had such

a face as that to tempt him to do so. Men

had done so before ; and though this lady's

morning-dress, with all its simplicity, was

expensive and well-chosen, still she did not

appear quite accustomed to wear such long.
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flowing drapery. Mary remembered Meg's

short skirts, and the pretty feet that they

displayed. This dress seemed in the way of

its wearer—she stumbled twice as she

walked ; and though the head was well set

on the shoulders, and there was a certain

natural grace about the whole carriage, still,

there was something wanting, and the per-

ception of this want caused Mrs. Needham

to say emphatically, as she looked, "Very

handsome, but not a lady."

" No, I don't think she is," replied Mary.

"Do you know, Lucy, I feel sure that

she's the very girl I painted that picture

from."

" Nonsense, Mary
;
you don't mean to say

anything so scandalous !" cried Mrs. Need-

ham, looking aghast, taking in directly, as her

ten years seniority entitled her to do, all the

facts involved in an artist's model being pro-

moted to Elma Place, and the wearing of a

f2
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morning wrapper like the one before them.

But Mary Norton was younger than her

years in some things, and she did not at

once realize what her sister meant by this

outburst, and therefore she simply observed,

" She is really so beautiful, Lucy—where

would be the wonder in any gentleman's

marrying a girl like that ?"

"Marrying!" Mrs. Needham ejaculated,

scornfully—" if this really is the girl you

say, Mary, there's been very little marr}dng

in the case. To think of our having such

neighbours, after all ! And the street has

always been so respectable ! Nothing of

the kind ever known in it since we came

here. And there'll be nice goings on with

the servants ! People like that are sure to

have some giddy gossiping hussy, who'll

dress just as she pleases, and spend half her

time talking over the wall. Dear ! dear ! it

would have been ten times better to have
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had the house empty than such tenants as

these in it
!"

" I don't believe, Lucy, things can be as

you say!" cried Mary Norton, warmly.

" I'm convinced it's the girl—there can't be

two such faces in the world ; but I'm sure

she's married, if she really is the mistress

next door."

"Well, we shall soon find out whether

she is or not," said Mrs. Needham. " I've

no doubt Ann knows all about them by this*

time. I caught her this morning calling out

of my bedroom window to the servant at

No. 20, as she was taking in the bread. I

expect they're bosom friends already, and

it's very little work I shall get out of Ann

if that's the case."

Mrs. Needham went down to make a

pudding, that being a part of the cooking

most mistresses in Elma Place took upon

themselves ; and while engaged in the manu-
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facture, she led Ann, who was peehng pota-

toes, to speak of the new-comers next door.

This required a little judicious management,

it not being advisable to show much interest

in them herself, as otherwise Ann might

have taken her doing so as carte blanche in

the way of gossipping for the future. But

by a little skilful fault-finding for the talk-

ing over the wall last night, and wondering

what girls could always find to chatter

about, Ann was led on to disclose all she

had learned about the new people; and Mrs.

Needham found that, whether married or

not, the young lady she had seen was the

mistress of the ^house. There were only

two in family, Ann said, and the gentleman

was much older than the lady ; they had

just come back from their honeymoon, and

the lady knew very little of housekeeping

;

the cook—they kept two servants—had

been engaged by the gentleman to see to it
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all ; the housemaid was quite a young thing

—nice easy places they must both have

—

only two in family, and a lady who was too

much of a lady to see to anything herself.

Here Mrs. Needham thought it advisable

to check Ann—it was not desirable that she

should be drawing comparisons between her

own lot and the easier places of the domes-

tics next door. Married or not, Mrs. Need-

ham felt that she had good reasons for wish-

ing they had never come into the streets

There was not another house in it that

maintained cook and housemaid. That

plague of her life, Ann, was the only one

she kept, and in common with most of the

domestics in Elma Place, she was required

to officiate in every household capacity, and

fill up any spare time she had by acting as

nurse. But what could these people want

with two servants, when every other house

in the street only had one ? Mrs. Needham
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felt more convinced than ever that a men-

age conducted with such a disregard of

economy, and the mistress of which was so

ignorant of housekeeping, could not be a re-

spectable one, and foresaw all sorts of evils

from its being located in Elma Place, the

least of which was the rendering Ann more

idle and pert than ever, and the driving

every respectable family from the street.

Mary Norton was troubled by the doubts

her sister had implied. It would spoil all

the pleasure with which she looked upon her

picture, which it had been such a labour of

love to paint, and which she had gone with-

out a new bonnet to frame, if its original was

impure and fallen. No idea of the kind had

ever occurred to her with regard to Meg

;

but then such ideas never occurred to her of

any one, unless other people suggested them.

That the girl was poor and ignorant she saw,

but of worse evil she had never thought

;
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atid it had seemed such a natural, easy solu-

tion of Meg's appearance as a lady, that some

gentleman had fallen in love with and mar-

ried her. She went on with her painting,

but it progressed slowly—so slowly that she

began to think the Robin would be rather

unpleasant before long, if she did not make

more progress. But it was all of no use
;

she could not work this morning, so putting

aside brushes and paints, and locking her

door, lest the children or the cat should in*

terfere with the defunct bird, she went out

with the intention of asking Mrs. Mayne if

she could tell her anything of her former

model.

" If she's married, I should think Mrs.

Mayne must know—especially if it's to an

artist, as is most likely the case. I shall be

so glad if it is ! I'll never fall in love with

a face again, if I find I've been deceived in

hers I"
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Meanwhile, the cause of Mary Norton's

throwing up her morning's painting, and the

object of Mrs. Needham's suspicions, had

gone into the house with her ivy-leaves,

which she arranged in some Parian vases,

which threw out their rich sombre greenness

admirably. Then she looked to the flowers

in the stand—hot-house plants, all of them,

for it was now November—and hung over

their beauty as a child over a new toy ; then

she went to the window, and glanced up and

down the street, and next amused herselfby

re-arranging the furniture in the two rooms,

which opened with folding-doors, looping up

here a curtain, there shifting the position of

the chairs, placing the books afresh on the

tables, bringing the sofa a little nearer the

fire ; and, at last, when she could find

nothing more to do, sank down with a sigh

of satisfaction on an easy-chair, saying, with

a half-sigh, in which regret and self-congratu-
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lation seemed equally blended, " Did I ever

think I' should have such a place to live in !"

Indeed, the rooms were very pretty

—

furnished well, but not too well to be out of

keeping with the size of the house. A soft

velvety green predominated in the carpet,

and the chairs and curtains were of damask

to match. There were several water-colours,

and some good engravings on the walls, and

some beautiful Parian figures and Dresden

china on the mantelpieces and cabinet.*

Plenty of well-bound books and nick-nacks

on the tables, and a general air of quiet

luxury and unpretending good taste pervad-

ing the whole. The picture was completed

by the presence of the one figure in it. A
face and figure far more in keeping with

their present surroundings than they had

been with those of Swamp Town. The eyes,

that looked with a half-sadness around, were

the same that had bent so despairingly over
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Joe, as he lay in his last illness ; that had

wept bitter tears over a dying babe, and

looked with such wondering reverence upon

Bailey's Eve. Mary Norton was right. Her

late model was noAV transformed into the

mistress of Number Twenty, and her sister

was right, too, in suspecting that the ties

which linked her to its master were not le-

gitimate ones.

Mr. George Ensdell had developed his

model to some purpose. He had drifted

into this present state of things rather than

sought it. What else could he do, he had

sometimes asked himself, in a vague attempt

at self-exculpation, when h6 found Meg

alone in the world, with nothing to depend

on but her flower-selling, or such employ-

ment as Mrs. Mayne might procure for her

as a model ? Could he leave her to hawk

violets in the streets, or pose herself for two

shillings an hour to any one who chose to
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employ her. If he did, there was no know-

ing what she might come to, with that won-

derful beauty, which in London might only

pave her path downward, more thoroughly.

And her mind just awaking, too ! Her very

beauty increasing tenfold, through the soul

that was beginning to animate her. Should

he leave the work just as he had commen-

ced it?—and let Meg drift along as she

might, till either, at the best, she again kept

house for another Joe, and became coarse

and hard and gin-drinking like the women

around her; or was caught up by some

artist, who had learned to look upon her as

something besides a model, and who, after

inducing her to share his Bohemian life for

a time, would, when his pictures paid well

enough for him to turn respectable and

marry, send Meg adrift, to get her living

as she might ; in which case the chances

were that she would sink swiftly down to a
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depth of degradation lower than any in

Swamp Town. No ; he would not do this

—it would be cruel to the girl—and

Mr. Ensdell felt, cruel to himself Why

should he be so cruel to either ? He would

train and teach her—it would be pleasant

work enough, now she had mastered the

first few rungs on the ladder of knowledge.

He would read Shakespeare and Tennyson,

and give them to her to read ; she should

have music lessons if she liked, and he would

himself instruct her in drawing. This work

of educating Meg, bringing out the refined

and artistic capabilities that he felt sure

were in her, would give a new zest to his

life. He should be a modern Pygmalion,

with a statue more beautiful even than that

the Grecian sculptor endowed with life. He

felt more enthusiastic about this matter than

he had thought he could ever feel again.

He had not known much warmth or ro-
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mance in his youth ; but what little he had

ever experienced, seemed to return to him

now. As to giving Meg's connection with

himself the only legal security in his power,

that never occurred to him. Such a piece

of Quixotism was not in his nature. He

would have despised himself if it had been.

He was by no means blind to the fact, that

some day or other he might tire of his new

toy, or that he might find it necessary, with

advancing years, to marry ; in which case it

would be only a proper sacrifice to his wife

to put Meg from him. Mr. Ensdell had

great ideas of the decorum a married man

ought to maintain, but even in that case he

would take care his toy should suffer as little

as possible by the fall. He would provide

liberally for her—indeed, when his mind re-

verted to that part of the subject, he felt that

if it were not such an extremely unpleasant

thing to do, he would make his will at once.
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in case of the worst. But making one's will

is disagreeable work. It would be as well to

put off tlie doing so a little longer—at any

rate, there was no occasion while he was in

such excellent health. As to Meg, do you

expect me to excuse her? I have not a

word to say in her behalf. She simply did

what to her ignorance—ignorance, mind,

not innocence, that had been gone years

ago ; they must be babes and sucklings in-

deed who possess it at Swamp Town—ap-

peared the best thing to do. She was very

lonely, and she must live. Mr. Ensdell

seemed very kind, and was a gentleman.

It was pleasant to be with him, and he

would help her with the books, the hard

words in which still troubled her at times
;

and he would give her a home, with flowers

and pictures in it, and take her sometimes

into the country, where she could see the tall

trees and the green fields. She would do
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her best for him in return—try and keep

things straight and tidy, as she had kept

them for Joe. Poor Joe ! she liked Mr.

Ensdell very much, but he could never

teach her to forget Joe ; and she would take

great pains to talk like a lady, and dress

and look like one, so that Mr. Ensdell

should not be ashamed of her when she

went out with him. It was very little she

could do after all—and he was going to do

so much for her !—but she would do that

little to the best of her power.

Not a thought, you see, of wrong-doing

in it all. Meg was just acting according to

her lights—such lights as serve to guide

thousands like herself in the close streets

and foul alleys that our civilization has fail-

ed to enter, and before which our Christian-

ity, with its creeds and formulas, stands

powerless and dumb.

And so it was that Meg was now at No.

VOL. II. G
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20, Elma Place ; in the home that Mr. Ens-

dell had done his best to make a bright and

attractive one for her, and surrounded by

everything that he thought likely to conduce

to her general improvement, and the deve-

lopment of all those mental germs which,

when ripened, would make her a companion

worthy of him.
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CHAPTER IV.

MR. HUBBARD SPEAKS HIS MIND.

rpHE news of the projected sisterhood had

-^ thrown all Summerly into a state of

excitement. The question amongst the

ladies was much less whether or not such a

thing was desirable, than who should or

should not be included in it. If the sister-

terhood were formed, it was very clear that

the belonging to it would be a stand-point

of gentility; therefore those ladies who were

doubtful whether they should be included

in Mr. Marsh's band of ministering angels

set their faces against the scheme altogether,

and began to say that if there was to be

anything of that kind in the parish, it would

g2
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be time for the Rector to interfere. They

might as well turn Roman Catholics at once,

if this was what the High Church was bring-

ing them to. But these ladies, after all,

were a small and insignificant minority, not

likely to be much considered in the matter.

The majority were strongly in favour of the

movement, some from sheer kind-hearted-

ness, thinking that it was time something was

done to reclaim the parish from the slough of

ignorance and vice in which it lay, and ready

to do their best towards the good work, if

they were only set in the right way to do

it. Others, of a more saintly turn of mind,

were ready to co-operate in anything that

Mr. Marsh desired them to do. Their faith

in him as a priest was unbounded, as was

their conviction that they could only be

saved by blind obedience to Holy Church,

of which he was a servant.

Then there were a third and more nu-
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merous class, who liked tlie prestige of be-

longing to anything so select as Mr. Marsh's

sisterhood was sure to be, who were pleased

with the little importance that it would give

them, and the pleasure not only of being in

themselves, but of keeping others out. If

all the ladies in Summerly had been in-

cluded in the sisterhood, not one of these

would have cared to belong to it. As it

was, they were afraid of its not being exclu-

sive enough, and of their being required t(t

associate with any one one half step lower

in the social scale than themselves.

Not a gentleman in the village approved

of the idea, but as the torrent had set in its

favour, they thought it useless to attempt to

stem it ; each trusted that some one else

would be brave enough to do so, but shrunk

from attempting the task himself. Mr. Or-

ley had been informed by his wife that she

should expect him to be present at the
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meeting, in order to support Mr. Marsh,

but Mr. Orley would have preferred declin-

ing the honour. This was a new sort of

thing for him to do
;
generally Mr. Orley

seemed to consider that nothing could pros-

per unless he was in some way connected

with it. As his colleague, Mr. Hubbard,

said of him—" Since Mr. Orley came to the

parish, not a pie had been baked but he had

had a finger in it." But the present pie

was one with which Mr. Orley would have

been gladly excused from meddling.

Still, as his wife had told him [he must be

present, he stayed at home, in obedience to

her behests. It was a miserable morning

for him. Generally, whenever he had in-

dulged himself in a holiday, the time had

passed pleasantly enough, even if he did not

stir beyond his garden walls. There was

always plenty to interest him in the garden

and greenhouse, in the looking after Stone
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the gardener, and directing and interfering

in a manner that had made that individual,

before now, tell the cook in confidence that,

if " master were at home every day, he

wouldn't stop in the place for ten times the

wages." He walked moodily about the

grounds, too subdued even to lecture Stone,

or to stand at his garden gate, as was some-

times his delight, to let all the world see

—the Summerly world, at least—that Mr.

Orley was disporting himself at home. The

very servants pitied him ; they knew he had

been kept at home against his will, and—as,

of course, the projected sisterhood had been

discussed in every kitchen and tap-room in

the village—for what purpose. They knew

that he would be made to approve of what-

ever his wife approved, and follow her lead

in all matters, let his own opinion be what

it might ; and that, in spite of his size, and

the dignified majesty of his bearing, there
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was not in iill Summerly a better-drilled

husband than himself.

Mrs. Hubbard had been invited to join

the sisterhood. There had been a little

hesitation at first about doing so, her posi-

tion not entitling her, it was considered by

the Miss Werners, to mix on an equality

with the haui ton of the village ; but she was

a Churchwarden's wife, and it would be well

to conciliate her, as her influence over her

husband was kno^vn to be very great, and it

misjht be desirable that she should use that

influence. There were other matters to be

discussed at this meetinfi^ besides the sister-

hood

—

that the ladies could have settled for

themselves, without any assistance from the

Churchwardens ; but there were some things

they could not carry out so well without

them, and therefore it had been settled by

the select council, who discussed prelimina-

ries, that Mr. Orley should remain at home,
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and Mr. Hubbard be requested to look in at

Summerly Cottage in tlie course of the meet-

ing. Consequently the note which requested

Mrs. Hubbard's presence thereat, also con-

tained an intimation that Mrs. Orley and the

ladies of the committee would be glad to

consult Mr. Hubbard upon some matters of

importance.

" Dang it, missis !" exclaimed Mr. Hub-

bard, " isn't it enough to have you taken

away from minding the house, to idle your^

time with a parcel of foolery that will do

no good to any 'varsal soul on earth, and

only set the way to a lot of gadding about

and poking of noses where they're not

wanted, but they must get me into the mess

too if they can ? Nice sister I shall look,

shan't I? I expect they want a brother

or two, if the truth's known ; only, to my

thinking, the brothers that haven't got wives

would suit them all the better."
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Mrs. Hubbard let her husband talk as

long as he pleased. She managed him quite

as successfully as Mrs. Orley did her church-

warden, but in a very different manner. A

much pleasanter manner too, and much less

derogatory to the dignity of the gentleman

so managed. She ruled by studying her

husband in every way that did not directly

interfere with her devotion to the Church,

or what Mr. Marsh considered such. Not a

man in Summerly had his dinners more

punctually or better served than Mr. Hub-

bard. The farm-house was a picture of

rural neatness and prettiness ; the maids

were well looked after, and the children

—

not one of them her own—cared for as

thoughtfully as if their own mother had

still been living. The best butter in the

place came from Mrs. Hubbard's dairy, and

her fowls and geese paid better than any

one else's. Mr. Hubbard knew his wife's
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good qualities, and considered it a mere

matter of justice to give her a little indul-

gence in return. Besides, he was fond of

the cozy, bright, buxom little woman who

kept his household in such admirable order,

and studied both himself and his children

so much. But with all this, he by no means

lived under such a Reign of Terror as did

his fellow-Churchwarden ; nor was Mrs. Hub-

bard at all the woman to wish to rival Mrs.

Orley as to the complete subjugation into

'

which she had brought her husband. So

she went to work now in a very different

manner to what Mrs. Orley would have

done, and represented to her husband that

as it was very, clear Mrs. Orley and the

ladies of the committee could only have in-

tended to pay him a compliment by asking

him to the meeting, it would be an ungra-

cious thing of him to refuse to attend it.

^' It will look for all the world, John, as if
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you felt you were out of place in a draw-

ing-room, or had been so little used to

ladies, you were afraid of meeting a few of

tliem togetlier. Do go, John, if it's only

out of compliment to me. I wouldn't be

there all the time. Suppose you come with

the chaise, and fetch me at half-past three ?

You can hear what they've got to say, and

then come away as soon as you like."

In reality Mrs. Hubbard was a little flat-

tered by the invitation to herself to join the

sisterhood. She had scarcely expected it,

none of the ladies in Summerly Common

considering her visitable, in spite of her de-

votion to Mr. Marsh, and her liberality in

the floral decorations of the altar. Had she

not been a churchwarden's wife, that invita-

tion would never have been sent ; but Mrs.

Hubbard was not to know that, and even

though she might guess as much, still the

fact of her beins^ in the sisterhood was a
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great one, let the cause of her being in-

vited to join it be what it might. So she

wished to exhibit her husband when she

went, and to show into what good order

she had brought him, and how conformable

he could be to the behests of the Church,

when it was her will that he should be so.

For what especial reason he was required,

she had not the slightest idea—possibly it

was not legal to found a sisterhood without

the consent of the Churchwardens, or maybe*

they wanted the co-operation of the Rector,

and thought that as Johnhad so much influ-

ence with him, he might prevail with the

old gentleman to give it. Either supposition

was very flattering to John's importance,

and her own as affected by it, and therefore

she was very urgent with her husband to let

the light of his countenance shine the next

Monday at Summerly Cottage.

At last Mr. Hubbard promised that he
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would come and fetch her, and just show

himself in Mrs. Orley's drawing-room for a

minute.

" Though, what I shall do when I get

there, with a parcel of women chatterin'

an' clackin' around me, is more than I

can say. A man must be bred to it like the

parsons, before he can stand much of that

kind of work."

So Mrs. Hubbard was so far satisfied with

the concession her husband had made, and

had only to consider in what toilet she would

make her most effective appearance in her

new role^ as one of the ladies of Summerly

;

and as that Avas a matter in which she had

no occasion to consult her husband, she

prudently determined to say nothing more

of the meeting till the important Monday

came.

Mr. Orley was not so fortunate as Mr.

Hubbard. He^ happy man, could delay
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making his appearance till the meeting was

nearly over. Not so Mr. Orley. He had

to welcome every lady, and usher her into

her seat, and bow and smile, and play the

gratified host, as if every woman there had

come for his pleasure, and not for her own.

And he had to receive Mr. Marsh, a thing

which, just at present, it went rather against

his grain to do, inasmuch as he had to thank

that gentleman for having originated the

sisterhood, and brought about the present

revolution in Church matters. But that was

nothing compared to the having to receive

Father Vivian. Mr. Orley had been brought

up in a thorough English detestation of

Popery and Popes; as a boy had believed in

Guy Fawkes as an emissary of the devil; and

in his youth had denounced, with unqualified

zeal, the Catholic Aggression. He had been

a good Protestant all his life, and here was

he obliged, because it pleased his wife that
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he sliould do so, to welcome a Catholic

Priest into his house, and look as if he were

really glad to see him there.

Father Vivian read his feelings. There

were few men whose feelings Father Vivi-

an's shrewd eyes could not read, and he

liked him none the Avorse for entertaining

them. They were natural prejudices after

all, and therefore he received Mr. Orley's

courtesy with a suave friendliness, that was

not by any means all assumed. Then he

went up to the lady of the house (Mrs.

Orley had insisted on her husband going

into the liall to welcome the Father and Mr.

Marsh, so that he had received them first),

and greeted her with a manner that had a

charming mixture in it of pastoral interest

and old-world courtesy.

Every lady in the room felt her heart

beat a little quicker when Father Vivian

entered it. Mr. Marsh sank to nothing in
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their eyes. They had a kind of conscious-

ness that, after all, the Father was the real

thing, and Mr. Marsh only an imitation,

and they waited anxiously to hear what he

would say with reference to the scheme

about which they had been called together.

But the Father was not inclined to say

much. He knew better what was due to

Mr. Marsh, and therefore he took a seat

by the window, a little distance from the

group of ladies, where he could see and *

hear all that was going on without coming

forward himself, unless directly appealed to.

It was an amusing scene altogether to him.

He enjoyed it thoroughly ; the fresh Eng-

lish faces were so pleasant to a man who

had spent many ^^ears abroad ; some of

them were young, too, which made them

all the pleasanter, and some were neither

young nor fresh ; but, on the whole, these

were not the least amusing. The responsi-

VOL. II. H



98 MEG.

bility of the affair weighed more upon them

than it did on the younger ones, who, in-

deed, did not feel any responsibility about

it at all, but were more anxious about the

dress than aziy other part of the business.

Life was rather slow at Summerly. There

were very few marriageable young men;

operas and theatres were not within easy

visiting distance ; society was stiff, as it is in

all suburban locahties ; and few of these girls

but were glad of something to give a fresh

zest and excitement to it. If idle hands find

so much mischief cut out for them, what

must the idle minds ?

Mr. Marsh was in his element. Men of

his cahbre always are, in a group of com-

luonplace women. Father Vivian watched

him going from one to the other, lingering

a little longer over the unmarried ladies.

Mr. Orley was the most uncomfortable per-

son present ; he did not know where to sit.
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or what to do with himself. Generally

speaking, he was the essence of gallantry

—

gallantry of a stately and pompous kind, but

still gallantry. Mrs. Orley did not object

to this. She was not a jealous woman, and

not disposed to interfere with her husband's

small amusements, feeling very sure that he

stood too much in awe of her to carry them

to an unjustifiable length. But this after-

noon Mr. Orley was too wretched to be gal-

lant, and too thoroughly angry with himseM*

and every one about him. They were all in

a conspiracy to make themselves and him

ridiculous. And his own wife was the chief

mover in it.

Mr. Marsh opened the subject. It was

necessary that a sisterhood should be form-

ed, for the purpose of that minute house-

to-house visitation, for which liis duties left

him so little time. He went on to explain

the duties of this sisterhood, the chief one

h2
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of which appeared to be to bring backsliders

into the fold of Holy Church. Then a great

many questions were raised, and a great

many minor points settled relating to the

respective duties of the ladies, their hours

for visiting, and the best mode of distribut-

ing alms. All these were every-day mat-

ters, which appertained to ordinary district

visiting ; and some of the ladies, who had

been accustomed to work of the kind, gave

very sensible hints. There was not much

occasion to appeal to Father Vivian ; after

all^ they might have done very well without

him, but the Father was just as well pleased

that they had not—he would have lost a

great deal by being absent from Summerly

Cottage that afternoon.

During a pause in the conversation, Miss

Werner was heard to ask Mrs. Orley if Miss

Stanton were likely to join the sisterhood.

Mrs. Orley's answer was eagerly looked for,
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but it was not satisfactory when it came.

She had written to Mrs Winthrop on the

subject, and she had received a reply in-

forming her that, if possible, she would be

with her that day ; but she had very great

doubts as to Mr. Stanton's allowing his

daughter to accompany her. This was dis-

couraging; if Miss Stanton had been ill or

otherwise engaged, her chaperone's presence

would have counted for something ; as it

was, even if she came. Miss Stanton's staying

away in obedience to her father's wishes

would throw a damp over the whole affair.

Mr. Orley, in his heart, thought Mr. Stan-

ton a sensible man ; but he dared not say so,

even when some of the ladies proposed that

he, as churchwarden and oldest inhabitant

of Summerly Common, should call on Mr.

Stanton, explain the nature of the sister-

hood to him, and, on behalf of the ladies

generally, request his daughter's co-operation
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in it. He would do it so well—^he was the

fittest person. He would place the thing

before Mr. Stanton in a suitable light. That

gentleman was not, perhaps, aware ivJio the

ladies were with whom his daughter would

associate—this was said with a little assump-

tion of dignity on Miss Werner's part—she

and her sister regarded themselves as the

creme de la creme of Summerly. Mr. Orley

could tell Mr. Stanton that he need have

no fear as to his daughter's fellow-workers.

Mr. Orley felt himself a miserable man.

Must he not only have to sit there enduring

all the tediousness of this womanish twad-

dle—this discussion as to doles of flannel

petticoats and groceries—^but he must force

himself upon Mr. Stanton for the purpose of

inducing him to let his daughter mix herself

up in the matter, a thing that no daughter of

his own, if, like Mr. Stanton, he were fortu-

nate enough to be a widower, should have
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anything to do with. He was about to pro-

test against such a charge being thrust upon

him, but he caught a glance from his wife's

cold leaden eye, and he knew there was no-

thing for him but obedience. At this mo-

ment Father Vivian came to the rescue ; in-

deed, he felt for the poor pompous man,

trying his best to bear up and look brave

and dignified, and not altogether out of place

in the midst of all these female tongues,

and with the fear of his wife before him ;

*

therefore the Father rising, and, with a slight

wave of his hand to enforce silence, said,

" It seems to me, ladies, that you are al-

most forgetting the consideration due to

your pastor. Is not this an office that he

should more fitly take upon himself? You

will pardon me, I trust, for giving my ad-

vice unasked, and reminding you of this

slight lapse on your part ?"

Mr. Orley felt intensely grateful to the
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Father. There was some good in the fellow

after all, though he was a Popish priest; but

further comment either from him or the

ladies generally was rendered superfluous

by the stopping of a carriage at Mr. Orley's

gate, from which alighted not only the faded

form of Mrs. Winthrop, clad in her sombre

robes, but a slight young figure, fresh and

blooming as a spring morning, which was at

once recognised as Miss Stanton.

This was so much more than had been

hoped or expected, that a murmur of de-

light ran through the room, in which Mr.

Marsh joined most heartily. Too heartily

to please Miss Rachel Maria Werner, who

had for some time been considering Mr.

Marsh as her own exclusive property. He

need not have looked so very much pleased

writh Miss Stanton's arrival. Of course it

would be a very good thing for the sister-

hood if she belonged to it, but then there
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were other things than the sisterhood to be

thought of. It would have been better for

Miss Stanton to have stopped away alto-

gether, than to turn Mr. Marsh's head, as

she seemed likely to do.

Father Vivian himself had noticed that

Mr. Marsh had remained by Miss Rachel

Werner longer than by any other lady. She

was some way beyond thirty, heavy, ill-made,

and large in face and person. Her personal

attractions were certainly of a substantial

'

nature, but then Father Vivian was quite

enough man of the world to know that she

might have other attractions equally sub-

stantial. At any rate, it did not appear as

if Mr. Marsh was at all likely to become a

convert to celibacy in order to promote the

union of the Churches.

" That young woman will be very much

disappointed if he does," thought Father

Vivian ;
" and I don't think our Church will
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gain so much in Mr. Marsh that it would be

worth while depriving her of him."

Nelly's appearance at Summerly Cottage

had been a source of as great astonishment

to herself as to any one there. She had to

thank her Cousin Arnold for it. She had

resigned herself to the disappointment ofnot

going, but she could not help showing that

it was a disappointment, and her father, who

saw that he had grieved her by the refusal,

consulted her cousin as to the best means

of turning her attention to something else.

Mr. Arnold Ensdell's advice was to attempt

nothing of the kind, but to allow her to ac-

company Mrs. Winthrop to Summerly Cot-

tage.

" You can tell her, if you please, sir, not

to join the sisterhood without your approval;

but I doubt whether even that will be neces-

sary. Nelly is not of the stuff out of which

pseudo-Catholic devotees are made, and, un-
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less I am very much mistaken, she will see

and hear quite enough in this one visit to

prevent her troubling you any more on the

subject."

Nelly followed Mrs. Winthrop into the

room, looking flushed and shy as she met

the many eyes turned on her. It was an

embarrassing position for a young girl to feel

herself the chief object of interest, and to

know how much importance had been at-

tached to her coming. Mrs. Winthrop was

in a little nervous flutter. She was almost

as much disconcerted as her charge at the

sensation their arrival manifestly created,

but she was a little elated, too, at finding

herself of so much importance. She took

the seat assigned her near Mrs. Orley. Mr.

Marsh sat on that lady's right, but he rose

to give the post of honour up to Nelly, who

declined it with a little bow, and slipping

past, took a seat in a more retired portion
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of the room, near some pleasant-looking

girls, who, with their mother, had taken no

active share in the proceedings. Indeed,

they felt that they had scarcely any right

to be there at all, and had shrunk at first

from joining the meeting.

The truth was they were Dissenters, who

had resided only a short time in Summerly.

Now Dissenters, as a rule, let their position

be what it might, were not visited in Sum-

merly by the Church people ; and since Mr.

Marsh's arrival in the village this rule had

been more rigidly observed than ever, and

by none more strictly than the Miss Werners.

But there is a difference even in Dissenters.

The Misses Hammond and their widowed

mamma were ladies—there was no question

of that—well educated, and in the possession

of fairly comfortable means. All these ad-

vantages would, however, have availed them

little. Other Dissenters had come into the
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place before now who possessed as many.

But Mrs. Hammond's only son was at Cam-

bridge, with a view to preparation for the

bar, and young men were very scarce at

Summerly, and Dissenters who had a

son and brother at Cambridge were to

be regarded in a very different light to

Dissenters who had nothmg of the kind.

They were worth taking a little trouble

with, in the hope of turning them from the

error of their ways, and were not to be

dealt with in that rigorous spirit which, as

regarded other Dissenters, had openly avow-

ed that they were to be shut out from good

society both in this world and the next.

The Miss Werners looked at the matter in

that light, and really showed their good

sense in so doing. Bessy, the youngest,

was five-and-twentv, and her sister ten vears

older, while neither of them had ever re-

ceived an offer in her life ; consequently no
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chance that might throw a Cambridge stu-

dent in their way was altogether to be

neglected. Therefore they had called on

Mrs. Hammond, and done their best to

get on sociable terms with the girls ; and

when the new sisterhood was talked of, had

prevailed on Mrs. Orley first to write an in-

vitation to Mrs. Hammond to attend the

meeting at her house, and then had used all

their influence with that lady to induce her

to do so.

Mrs. Hammond was very anxious to do

good, and to be on friendly terms with her

neighbours, but she felt that joining the sis-

terhood would be equivalent to giving in

her adherence to the Church, and it was a

long while before the Miss Werners could

prevail on her even to attend the meeting.

The girls were more easily won over. So-

cial martyrdom is, perhaps, the hardest of

all to endure, and as society was constituted
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at Summerly, if they had not mixed with

Church people, they would have been nearly

shut out from any of their own standing.

Therefore, they had urged their mother to

come—it would be ungracious to refuse to

attend the first meeting—they could do as

they pleased about joining the sisterhood

afterwards; but let them at any rate go

and hear what it would be proposed that it

should do.

But the girls, as well as their mother, .

were wishing themselves away long before

Nelly's arrival at Summerly Cottage. It

was one thing to do good, but another to do

it by such means and in such a manner as

that by which the sisterhood was to carry

out its operations. It was one thing to

show that they were ready to help in well-

doing, and co-operate with their neighbours

in all thmgs lawful, and another to hear

that one of the chief objects of the sister-
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hood would be tlie opening the eyes of all

recusants from the Church to the eternal

perdition they were bringing on themselves

by attending any ministry but tliat divinely

appointed for them. They made room for

Nelly readily enough on the couch where

they Avere seated. She felt as if she was

deriving some protection from the gentle-

looking girls and their mother. It was

so dreadful to have every one staring at

her, and Mr. Marsh commencing to reca-

pitulate for her benefit all that had been

done before she came into the room. If

people would only take no notice of her, if

they would only forget that she was Miss

Stanton of the Oaks, and treat her like any

other young girl who had 'come there simply

to be put in the way of doing right, and

giving what small help she could, how much

better and pleasanter it would have been.

Next came the question of the dress.
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They were all unanimous in agreeing that

it would be an excellent thing to have a

distinctive robe for the sisterhood, Mrs.

"Winthrop timidly suggesting that it should

not be black, as that caught the dust so ter-

ribly. Mrs. Hammond, however, ventured

to remark that if they had a dress to be worn

only in exceptional cases, and when the sister-

hood was employed in its work, it would

look as though they were not sufficiently

mindful of the Scriptural injunction to give,

their alms in secret, and to keep their right

hand in ignorance of what the left was do-

ing. Would it not appear as ifthey were each

resolved that not only their own right hand,

but everybody else's, should know what they

were about? But this idea was eagerly

negatived by all the ladies ; while Mr. Marsh

represented that, like all other Scriptural

teachings, it was to be regarded with a view

to its applicability and fitness in varying cir-

VOL. II. I
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cumstances. Mrs. Hammond felt more un-

comfortable than ever—it was not so she

read her Bible ; but she sat quiet for the

remainder of the meeting, wishing with all

her heart she had never attended it ; and

the subject of the dress was resumed.

Of what should it consist ? That was the

important question now; and everybody

had an opinion of her own on the matter.

Mrs. Orley, however, intimated that she had

given the question much serious thought,

and had a costume to suggest which she

thought would combine the different merits

of economy, durability, and appropriateness.

Some of the younger ladies waited rather

dubiously to hear what Mrs. Orley had to

propose, and that lady proceeded with her

suggestion—" A waterproof paletot, of an

iron grey."

"They're very warm in summer," ob-

served Mrs. Winthrop ; but her cousin
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frowned her into silence.

" A black poke bonnet," continued Mrs.

Orley.

Some of the younger ladies groaned, and

Mrs. Neale, a tall, stout lady, whose bonnets

were anything but pokes, and whose chignon

was a standing wonder to all the village

children, inasmuch as it was larger than any

one of their heads, ventured to inquire,

" But how are we to get such a thing on ?"

" Cut off one's hair if it comes in the

way," said Mrs. Orley, who was troubled

with very little hair herself; "and thereby

imitate more worthily those holy women of

the Elder Church, whom we are humbly

striving to imitate."

There was a general outcry at this, espe-

cially from the younger ladies. They were

willing to do a great deal for the good of

the Church, and in order to bring heretics

into her fold, but this was rather too much

i2
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to ask of them. Some of the more out-

spoken ones—these were young ladies in-

debted to no other heads than their own

for their hair—said that they would rather

give up the idea of the sisterhood altogether

tlian make such a sacrifice. Mr. Marsh saw

that Mrs. Orley had demanded a little too

much, but he hardly knew how to lull the

storm which had been raised ; and it is diffi-

cult to say how things might have gone, if

Father Vivian had not interposed, and

blandly suggested that as a bonnet of the

kind Mrs. Orley had proposed did not ap-

pear acceptable, a small hood, which he

believed was generally considered a pictur-

esque, as well as a comfortable head gear,

might be adopted ; or, if it were preferred, a

veil.

A veil ! There was something astound-

ing in the idea ; but it was very picturesque.

A much fitter thing for a sisterhood than a
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bonnet, whicli everyone might wear. The

veil seemed likely to carry the day—there

was not a girl present but felt inclined to

fall in love with Father Vivian for speaking

of it. If he had only been free to marry, in

spite of his fifty years, he would have been

a dangerous rival to Mr. Marsh. Mrs. Orley

proceeded to speak of the dress. She propos-

ed a linsey, of a colour to match the paletot,

scanty in the skirt, and innocent of crinoline.

There was an ominous silence after this,*

till Flora Bell, who had pretty feet, and

knew it, hoped that, on the score of cleanli-

ness, the skirt would be short. The two

Miss Werners were both opposed to this

;

they were solid, heavy young women, whose

feet were much better hidden under long

skirts. So did Mrs. Neale. Then there was

a serious dispute as to the merits of long

skirts and short. Nelly was appealed to for

her opinion; but she preferred remaining
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neutral. Then Mrs. Wintlirop was asked, but

she felt fluttered by the tumult of voices

around her, and quite lost her self-command

when Mrs. Orley, severely addressing her,

said.

" The plain question is, Lucinda, whether

the dress is to be short, on account of its be-

ing kept out of the mud, or long, in order

to give an appearance of greater propriety

and dignity to the wearer. For myself, I

incline to prefer the short skirts, on account

of their greater utility."

" So do I," said Mrs. Winthrop, happy to

be able to agree with her cousin.

" There is no question," continued Mrs.

Orley sententiously, " but that short dresses

are infinitely to be preferred, on account

of their greater cleanliness, economy, and

durability ; and I opine that with the

question of the merely becoming we have

nothing to do."
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This last proposition was not very cordi-

ally received.

"If you're only looking to the usefulness

of the thing, Cordelia
—

" said Mrs. Winthrop

timidly, and then paused, afraid to proceed

any further, but her cousin encouraged

her with

—

" Go on, Lucinda ; let us hear what you

have to propose."

Upon which Mrs. Winthrop continued

—

" It always did seem to me that for a per-

son who didn't mind making a fright of her-

self—I don't mean to say it's my notion of

what a lady should wear, but then, as you

say, you only study the useful—and I'm sure

I don't know any dress that's fitter to wear,

when one's tramping about in the mud or

the dust, and these country lanes are always

one or the other ; and though there's been

so much said about it, that I should not

quite like to wear it myself—especially the



120 MEG.

—the—tlie pants—but tlicn I couldn't be-

long to the sisterhood myself, you know, so

my feelings would not matter."

Then Mrs. Winthrop hesitated, but Father

Vivian, rejoicing more than ever that he had

come to the meeting, interposed, and in his

blandest tone—a tone which re-assured the

poor lady, who never, in all her life, had

said so much before so many—said,

" What dress is it, my dear madam, that

you approve so much of?"

" I don't approve of it beyond its useful-

ness," said Mrs. Winthrop, "but it's—the

Bloomer."

There was a general outcry, in which Mrs.

Orley did not join—she was too completely

overpowered by the proposition. Lucinda

always was a fool, she told herself, but who

could have expected such a piece of folly as

this from her ? In the midst of the buzz of

disapprobation, which would have been
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more indignant still had it emanated from

any quarter but tlie one it did, Mrs. Ham-

mond was seen to rise, and, followed by her

daughters, make for the door. Father Vi-

vian opened it for her, bowing courteously

as he did so. " The only sensible woman

in the room," he thought.

Poor Mrs. Winthrop looked very miser-

able. What had she said, that everyone

should turn on her like this ? And then she

glanced appealingly at Nelly. Wouldn't

she come forward and protect her? But

Nelly was utterly disheartened and miser-

able. Was this all that she had come for ?

—-just a question of long skirts and short,

poke bonnets and hoods ? If she could

only have followed Mrs. Hammond's ex-

ample, and walked quietly out of the room

!

But she knew that she would not be en-

abled to make her escape so quietly. She

must stay there till Mrs. Winthrop rose to
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go, and when that would be it was impossi-

ble to tell. Father Vivian felt for the poor

chaperon^ and came to her rescue—after all,

it was only just he should—she had afforded

him so much amusement. " I think, my

dear friends," he said, " we are wandering a

little from more important matters. Might

not the question of the dress be reserved

for some future period ? Is there nothing

to which it would be more advisable to give

our attention at present ?
"

Then some of the ladies assembled look-

ed at each other. There was indeed some-

thing to be discussed at that meeting—some-

thing which had been the real reason for

their wishing Mr. Orley and Mr. Hubbard

to be present at it. But who should dare

to name it ? Surely it behoved Mr. Marsh

to do so ?—^but Mr. Marsh had some disin-

clination for the task. He glanced at Mrs.

Orley, and that resolute woman was equal
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to the charge thus imposed. " Sampson,"

she said, in a tone that made Mr. Orley feel

he was indeed a Sampson shorn of his

strength, " we wished that you should be

present in order that we might acquaint

you with our unanimous wish for such an

alteration in the internal arrangements of

St. Paul's as may enable such of its congre-

gation as choose to carry out more fully than,

unhappily, has been done of late years, the

commands of the Church. We are speak-

ing to you now not merely as an influential

layman, but in your official capacity as

churchwarden."

Mr. Orley groaned mentally. "'WTiy

had he become Churchwarden, and what

fresh misery was to be inflicted on him ?

But he remembered with thankfulness that

he was not quite so powerful as his wife

would have liked him to be, and he ven-

tured to remind her of the fact. " You



124 MEG.

forget, ray dear, that it may be necessary to

consult the vestry—possibly the Rector and

my fellow-Churchwarden."

He had been very supercilious in his

treatment of Mr. Hubbard hitherto ; he felt

a great wish now to have him there, that

he might find shelter under the shadow of

his broad shoulders.

"As to the Rector, unhappily," replied Mrs.

Orley, " we all know too well how worse

than useless it would be to consult him.

Neither does it appear to us that the Vestry

has anything to do with ecclesiastical mat-

ters. We have asked Mr. Hubbard to fa-

vour us with his presence here, as it is de-

sirable that no time should be lost in enab-

ling us to carry out our wishes as regards a

confessional."

It was well for that unhappy gentle-

man, Mr. Orley, that at this juncture his

coadjutor was announced. He felt un-
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able to stem the torrent by himself

—

there was every woman in the room, with

the exception of Mrs. Winthrop and Miss

Stanton, looking to him to carry out their

wishes ; and there was his wife's dull cold

eye fixed on him full of threatening mean-

ings. He had done a great deal to please

Mrs. Orley, but to put up a confessional

was more than he could do ; but his heart

failed him as he thought of the hereafter,

when they should be alone together. He re-

solved to temporize. "Such a step requires

some consideration, my dear. I should like

to consult Mr. Hubbard about it quietly."

" Why not consult him at once ?" said

Mrs. Orley. " This matter of the confes-

sional has been delayed too long. It is a

crying disgrace to St. Paul's that we have

nothing of the kind. No still, secluded

nook for the weary soul to enter and lay

down its burden and depart refreshed."
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Mr. Marsh murmured his approval of

Mrs. Orley's words, and so did every lady

present but Miss Stanton. Father Vivian

looked on with as much amusement and a

little more interest than ever. Mr. Hub-

bard addressed Mrs. Orley.

" What is it, ma'am, that you wished to

see in St. Paul's ? I don't think I precisely

understood what you said just now."

Mrs. Orley put her meaning in plain

words, suitable to Mr. Hubbard's bucolic un-

derstanding, and explained that there was a

quiet corner of the church near the door-

way, which, if a stout partition were put up,

would be admirably adapted for a confes-

sional. The expense would not be great,

and the ladies would readily meet it

amongst themselves. All they required of

the Churchwardens was to give orders that

the necessary alterations should be set in

hand at once.
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Mr. Hubbard's brow gloomed over. The

ricli red-brown of his face changed to pur-

ple, and he looked first at his wife, then at

Mr. Marsh, and lastly at his colleague, to

whom he said,

"Well, Mr. Orley, how about this mat-

ter ? Are we to put this thing up in the

church, for these good ladies to go chatter-

ing over their own sins, and other people's,

too, in ? And who's to help them in this

little amusement? Father Vivian, or Mr.*

Marsh ?"

Father Vivian instantly disclaimed any

idea of doing so. He had his own church and

his own fold to look after. Let those who

sought the benefit of the sacraments of his

Church come to her—^he should be glad to

welcome them ; but it was not for him to

officiate amongst those who were still aliens

from her communion.

The Father said this with the utmost
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courtesy, but everybody present felt, with

Mr. Marsh, that he was only there in a

spirit of good-natured tolerance, and that his

estimate of the Anglo-Catholic Church was

very different from their own.

" I'm glad of it, sir—I'm glad of it, with

all my heart !" said Mr. Hubbard. " There's

nought in the world I like so much as an

honest man, who fights under his own

colours. "Well, let it be who it may that every

w^oman's going to tell her husband's secrets

as well as her own to, I'm afraid he'll find

himself in an awkward fix before long.

Sarah, my woman," he added, turning to his

wife, " are you going to tell all the ins and

outs of our home—every time you scold the

maids and your husband, buy a new bonnet,

or grudge your neighbour a new gown, to

any fellow that's nothing better to do with

his time than to sit in that box they want us

to put up ? Your ways and my ways haven't
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been the same for a long time, but I didn't

think they'd run so far apart as this
!"

Mr. Hubbard looked not angrily at his

wife—she could have borne that better from

him—but with something of fixed, stern

mournfulness that smote her to the heart.

Their ways had, indeed, been different of

late, and it had been all her doing, and now

they were to be further apart still. But

what could she do just now ? Her husband

had said he liked a man who stood by his

colours. In her opinion a woman ought to

stand by hers, and her colours were those

of the ladies round her, whom she would

not desert, even to please him. It was very

clear that if she did, this question of the

confessional would have to be dropped alto-

gether. Mr. Orley, even to please his wife,

would not dare place it in the church on his

own authority, and therefore the onus of the

whole matter rested in a manner upon her

VOL. II. K
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shoulders. She did her best to rise to her

position, but it was not easy to do so, with

her husband looking at her as he did now

;

but then every lady in the room was look-

ing at her too, and awaiting her reply.

Therefore, with a desperate courage, she said,

'* There are some things, John, in which

I don't think a wife ous^ht to studv her hus-

band too much."

" Go on, Sarah, my woman. You can

speak out as well as the best when you like,"

said Mr. Hubbard. " I suppose this matter

of confessing is one of those things in which

a woman knows better than the Bible can

tell her how to do her duty to her husband!"

" John, you know my opinion about the

right of private interpretation," said Mrs.

Hubbard—her words were coming more

fluently now ; she felt herself the champion

of every lady present—even Mr. Marsh was

looking admiringly at her—" and I do think



MR. HUBBARD SPEAKS HIS MIND. 131

that if a woman feels that confessing her sins

is a help and a comfort—and—and—a—

"

" Spiritual solace !" suggested Mrs. Orley.

" Spiritual solace !" repeated Mrs. Hub-

bard, " she has a right to do as she pleases

in the matter."

" Avail herself of the privilege/' put in

Mrs. Orley, who was longing to make Mrs.

Hubbard's speech for her; but Mrs, Hubbard

did not avail herself of the assistance thus

proffered.

" And I don't think," she continued, "that

you will have any right to blame me for

following my own conscience in this matter.

Every one's a right, John, to act according

to their conscience. I think you must own

that ?"

"Decidedly I do," said Mr. Hubbard.

" Do as your conscience tells you, Sarah,

my woman, and I'll do as mine tells me,

and that is, to take any fellow by the scruff

k2
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of the neck that I find you've been confess-

mg to, and fling him into the nearest muck-

heap ! I'm a quiet man, so I'll say no

more; but I doubt whoever confesses my

wife once, will think twice before he does it

agam.

There was an ominous silence after these

words. Mrs. Hubbard began to consider

whether propriety required that she should

go into hysterics. But they were unusual

things with her, and, on the whole, she felt

rather proud of her husband. She was very

angry with him, but decidedly proud. Mr.

Marsh felt himself called upon to speak

now, and began to say something about un-

called-for violence, but Mr. Hubbard inter-

rupted him,

" I've said my say, sir, and there's an

end of it—be he priest or parson that

comes between me and my wife, he'll have

to pay for his meddling, that's all. Now,
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Sarah, my woman, if you've had enough of

this, I have, so I think we'd best be jogging

home."

Mrs. Hubbard followed her husband

meekly, hurrying over her adieux, that she

might not keep him waiting. Mr. Orley

went to the door with them, and held out

his hand to his fellow-Churchwarden—

a

civility he had never practised before. He

had hitherto looked a little superciliously

upon him—he felt that he could never db

so again. Mr. Hubbard might be brusque

and uneducated, but he was a man to

look up to for all that—a man to re-

spect and admire—and, oh ! dear, if he

could only say imitate. But there was one

thing to be said, Mr. Hubbard had not mar-

ried Mrs. Orley, and he had.
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CHAPTER V.

THE ANGLO-SAXON ELEMENT.

II /TR. MARSH and Father Vivian left

^'-^ Summerly Cottage together. The

meeting had broken up rather hastily after

Mr. Hubbard's declaration of his intentions

towards his wife's confessor. The descent

of a bomb-shell in the midst of Mrs. Orley's

drawing-room could hardly have startled

the ladies there assembled more. Mr. Hub-

bard was a brute !—there was no question

of that; a coarse, loud, ill-mannered man,

whom it was a great mistake of the Vestry

ever to have put into his present position.

But there he was—no hopes of putting up

a confessional in St. Paul's while he was in
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office; he would be sure to throw every

possible impediment in the way ; and should

he find his wife availing herself of Mr.

Marsh's spiritual services as a confessor, there

was not the slightest doubt that he would

keep his word to the full as regarded the

muck-heap. There were few husbands in

Summerly likely to manifest their indigna-

tion in such a barbarous manner ; but, still,

there was no knowing what they might be

wrought upon to do when they heard of Mr*.

Hubbard's threats. Even without going to

the length which the Churchwarden threat-

ened he would, and which indeed few but

himself would have sufficient physical force

to carry out, they might render things very

unpleasant to their wives, and make quite a

martyr of Mr. Marsh. Poor Mr. Marsh

!

They pitied him very much, and he pitied

himself, and as he walked slowly along with

Father Vivian, said sorrowfully, ^' I am
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afraid I have a hopeless task before me.

Such violence as this, at the very outset of

one's career, is cruelly disheartening
!"

" Well, my dear sir," said Father Vivian

blandly, "you must expect a few little

difficulties. They give an eclat and distinction

to a cause."

A few little difficulties ! Father Vivian

talked as if the horrible and degrading chas-

tisement which Mr. Hubbard had threaten-

ed was a mere nothing. And he was as

serene and unruffled as ever as he continued,

" I should imagine that before you em-

barked in a career so likely to bring you into

opposition with men of Mr. Hubbard's stamp,

you were prepared to meet wdth some un-

pleasantness. Tlie Anglo-Saxon race is a

very obstinate one—a race that will see

things with its own purblind eyes, and

judge according to its own half lights—apt,

too, to keep its word, especially when such
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keeping involves disagreeable consequences

to others. I look upon Mr. Hubbard

as a very fair specimen of the Anglo-Saxon

race—a man who will certainly keep

his word to the full in this especial matter.

Shall I be presuming on our brief acquaint-

ance, my dear sir, if I advise you not to run

counter to him, unless you are prepared to

be one of the first martyrs of the Anglo-

Catholic Church."

Mr. Marsh was not of the stuff of whicJi

martyrs are made, and he knew it—and

knew, too, that his pet scheme of the con-

fessional would have to be given up—at

any rate, as long as Mr. Hubbard was

Churchwarden. It was a great disappoint-

ment, and he felt it keenly. Confessing, al-

together, might be out of the question for

the present—he felt, as the ladies had done,

that Mr. Hubbard's threats might stir up

other husbands to resent their wives' in-
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dulging in the practice. He walked moodi-

ly along, and had not proceeded far before

Father Vivian and he encountered Mr.

Harley of the chapel.

He was a good man, and a kind-hearted

one—well-bred, and fairly liberal ; but there

was a little—just a little stiffness in the bow

with which he returned Father Vivian's

courteous salute. He did not like the Catho-

lic Church, and he could not help thinking

that the parish would have been just as well

if a Catholic Priest had not settled in it.

Father Vivian was quite aware of Mr. Har-

ley's sentiments, and liked him none the

worse for entertaining them. He was a

man who could as thoroughly respect an

open, honourable foe, as he could despise a

lukewarm friend or a secret adherent who

was ashamed to own himself such openly.

Mr. Marsh, who had passed Mr. Harley

without a sign of recognition, was a little
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surprised at the Father's courtesy to him.

Nay, he even went so far as to express him-

self to that effect. Father Vivian looked at

him with a little surprise, and observed,

" I have heard a great deal of Mr. Harley

since I have been in this place, and very

little to his hurt. It will be new to me to

find that he has so comported himself as to

have forfeited his right to such recognition

as one gentleman and neighbour may well

give another."

" The man is well enough, I believe," said

Mr. Marsh, speaking from the height of his

clerical superiority ;
" as to his being a gen-

tleman—well—we oftheEstablishment don't

generally recognise men in his position as

such. They are of a different caste and

tone altogether to ourselves."

Mr. Vivian bowed deferentially, as if he

quite agreed with all Mr. Marsh was say-

ing, though he was perfectly aware that
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that gentleman's father had sold tape and

measured riband behind a counter. Mr.

Marsh continued, warming up as he felt en-

couraged by the Father's manner.

" But that is not to the purpose—as a

seceder, are we right in showing him any

courtesy that may lead him to consider we

have overlooked his having gone out from

ourselves, and even recognise his right to do

so? I think not—indeed, I think not. He

is an alien from our Communion—a rebel

against the Church—is it wise or well to let

him for a moment imagine we can forget

his being so ?"

" Well, perhaps if we were to look at the

matter in a purely abstract light, it is not,"

said Father Vivian ;
" but I am not inclined

myself to look too keenly at such matters.

But this I need hardly tell you. My very

walking by your side, conversing as I am

doing now, is a proof that, if I err, it is on
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the side of tolerance. Good day, my dear

sir—good day. I have a visit to make

here. I shall be glad to hear, when you

can favour me with a call, how the confes-

sional is progressing. But keep clear of

Mr. Hubbard. The Anglo-Saxon element

is an awkward one to deal with."
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CHAPTER VI.

MARY NORTON FINDS SHE HAS MUCH TO LEARN.

*' T)Y rights, Meg, I believe you should

-^-^ be a lady." Meg had attached little

importance to these words at the time they

were spoken ; her mother had so often

thrown out hints of her own importance,

and her superiority to her neighbours, that

she thought no more of what she now said

than she had done before of similar decla-

rations. But the words were heard by

other ears than Meg's. The door of the

room in whicli Mrs. Blount was lying be-

ing open on account of the heat, and Mr.

Twiss, who happened to be on the landing,

just about to enter his own apartment, he
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paused to listen. He was not a scrupulous

man, or a particularly delicate one, and

therefore he had little hesitation in deter-

mining to take the first opportunity of as-

certaining what the old china tea-pot held
;

and if he found anything in it likely to be

conducive to Meg's interests, to see if he

could not contrive to make his own identi-

cal with hers.

Meg had taken the tea-pot away with her

when she left Swamp Town. It was a

pretty thing in itself, and worth preserving
;

besides, her mother had set great store by

it, considering it much too precious to be

used as anything but a depository of family

papers. Meg had opened it once to see of

what these consisted, but was rather disap-

pointed, though, perhaps, hardly surprised,

to find nothing more important than a

couple of valentines of a very compliment-

ary character, and a receipt for the cure of
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warts. She put them back with a half sigh,

and the words, " Ah ! poor mother !—she

did like to talk large."

But the china tea-pot had held more in it

than the old valentines and the receipt for

warts, and on the very day, and almost at the

same hour that Meg was sitting in her new

home, exulting in its prettiness, and Mary

Norton, too troubled and vexed to work,

was hastening towards Mrs. Mayne's abode, to

see if she could tell her anything of her for-

mer model, Mr. Twiss was examining, as he

had often done before, some of the contents

of the tea-pot to which he had helped himself

within a few hours of Mrs. Blount's death.

" Something ought to be made of these,"

he observed. " When a woman's married

twice over within eight months, it's queer if

neither marriage holds good. The thing is,

who was this Ainslie, the second husband ?

—a gentleman, I should say, by his writing;
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the first fellow could only make his mark.

Well, she bettered herself in one way when

she married him, but she was in a precious

hurry to do it. My gentleman might have

got rid of her, if he had been so disposed, if

it hadn't been for this," and he turned over

an old ship letter
—

" perhaps he did get rid

of her—gentlemen play dirty tricks some-

times ; and if he did, not knowing what this

letter told, why, Meg may be a lady,

after all, as the old lady told her. She

must have been a fine woman in her time
;

there must have been a screw loose some-

where, or she would never have come to

Swamp Town."

Mr. Twiss sipped his gin-and-water ; he

always, if possible, had a tumbler of that

compound by his side, to assist him when

employed upon what he was pleased to

term his literary work ; and though the re-

perusal of these documents scarcely came

VOL. IL L
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under that head, still the gin-and-water, he

would have told any one who would make

such an observation, helped to clear his

faculties and assist his thoughts, and fit him

the better to consider the work before him.

He turned the papers over again.

" Shall I do anything with them ? Can

I—Mr. Twiss, that's it, can you ? Here's

the papers. Mrs. Blount was married twice,

and it's very clear that if the second mar-

riage was good for anything, her name

wasn't Blount at all. Well, she might be a

respectable woman, though she did live, and

die, too, in Swamp Town—a place where,

as a rule, they don't indulge in marriage at

all ; and this good lady, it is clear, was mar-

ried twice. Well, let her be as respectable

as she may, if Mr. Ainslie wasn't pretty well-

to-do, where's the good of hunting him up

and telling him he has a grown-up daughter,

who, as far as looks go, is a credit to him ?
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I don't know—I'm inclined to try. His

very putting the woman away seems as if he

was ashamed of the connexion—and people

are not ashamed of low connexions unless

they've better ones. Miss Margaret left us

in an ungenteel way, without taking the

trouble to give us her address ; and I ap-

prehend that, wherever she is, Mr. Ensdell's

not far off. He was a good friend to her

—

a very good one, and isn't likely to drop

her just yet awhile—and if I were to find

out that Miss Margaret Blount, or Ainslie,

was a well-connected young lady, and per-

haps an heiress in a small way, why, it

might be a very good thing for her. I

must find his whereabouts, or hers—I ex-

pect they're pretty much the same—and see

if I can learn anything from Miss Margaret.

And the first thing is to meet with her.

She's not likely to be at Courtmain Street.

If Mr. Ensdell has taken up with my charm-

l2
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ing young friend, he would most likely have

changed his lodgings. Mrs. Mayne is no

doubt proper and strict, as widow ladies

ought to be ; still she may know where he

has gone to, and not know that he has a

fair companion in his present solitude. Or

if Miss Margaret is following the paths of

virtuous propriety, by hiring out her very

handsome face, Mrs. Mayne may know

where she is. In either case, Mr. Twiss,

the sooner you wait on Mrs. Mayne the

better ; bat allow me to suggest that in your

present attire you are scarcely fit to wait

upon any lady. A clean face, at any rate,

my friend, would be an improvement, and a

shaved chin ; although, unhappily, a change

of dress is out of the question."

Mr. Twiss finished his gin-and-water, and

then performed his toilet with the help of a

small looking-glass, in a painted frame, hung

against the wall, and which he had picked
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up at a stall for fourpence. He buttoned

his coat up to his chin, to conceal his shirt,

which was both dirty and ragged ; and as

he fastened the wristband with a pin, mur-

mured, "Miss Margaret will never sew me on

another button ! Well, she was a good girl

in her way—mended my gloves, and did

her best to show she was grateful for my

teaching—she may find it useful yet. If

she rises in life, she'll learn how much she

has to thank her old teacher for."

He drew on his gloves as he spoke—they

were a rusty pair of faded black, with many

traces of Meg's mending. Altogether, when

Mr. Twiss had completed his toilet, his ap-

pearance was not very brilliant, savouring

of the shabby genteel, with much more of

shabbiness than gentility in it. Then he put

the papers carefully away, and taking a

small stick in his hand, with its point worn

away, and the remains of a tassel dangling
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from its broken top, he walked towards

Courtmain Street.

Mary Norton had been there before him.

Mrs. Mayne was at home when she arrived,

and very ghid to see her, thinking that

possibly Mary had returned to profess her

adherence to High Art; in which case, though

Mrs. Mayne no longer received pupils, she

would have allowed Mary to return to the

studio and work with her. Mrs. Baring was

with her daughter, rather to Mary's annoy-

ance, as her presence would render so much

more difficult what she had to say. She

felt rather shy of broaching the subject, in-

deed, and coquetted a little witli her gloves

and bonnet, which she had taken off at Mrs.

Mayne's bidding, when she had told her to

sit down and rest herself

" I'll take you to see Boadicea," she said,

presently. " She's finished at last ; and if

the Academy was composed of men who
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had the slightest idea of what is due to them-

selves as artists, or to art as Art, I'd send

her to them next year. As it is, I shall keep

her myself till I find a purchaser intelHgent

enough to appreciate her merits."

" I should like to see her," said Mary,

" So you shall ; and if you like, Mary

—

just to show you that I've quite forgiven

that folly of yours in wasting your time so

long upon daisies and primroses—I'll let you

copy her—copy Boadicea ! You may begin

to-morrow, if you can get the canvas strained

by that time. The days are short, but if

you work hard, you may get her finished yet

by Christmas."

" I—I shouldn't have time," said Mary,

quailing in her inmost heart at the undertak-

ing proposed ;
" and—and I've a red-breast

in hand that I ought to be finishing now !

"

" Frittering your life away upon inanities!"

said Mrs. Mayne, contemptuously.
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" I'm to have eight guineas for him when

he's done/' said Mary ;
*' and he's very

pretty !"

" Boadicea ought to fetch eight hundred

when I am gone," said Mrs. Mayne, solemnly.

" People will appreciate such a work when

the hand that painted it can paint no more

;

but as to your redbreast—if you were to

paint a thousand such, would Art be any the

richer ?"

" I should, if I got as well paid for each!"

replied Mary. " But I wanted to speak to you

about that girl I painted, Mrs. Mayne. Do

you know anything of her ?"

'^ I've not seen her for the last two

months," said Mrs. Mayne; ''perhaps she's

got tired of sitting as a model. Of course it

must be dreadfully stupid work when one has

no artistic feeling to support one under it

;

and artistic feeling isn't a thing you could

expect in a girl like that. She's not been
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near Mr. Ensdell for that time, at least. I

think he told me her mother was taken ill,

and the girl must stop at home and nurse

her. The mother ought to be either cured

or dead by this time, or else have gone in

the workhouse, out of her daughter's way

;

but those kind of people are so devoid of

common consideration ; she may be linger-

ing on all this time, and Mr. Ensdell's pic-

ture isn't finished yet. Not that that mat-

ters much—it's a mere piece of prettiness,

like a child's toy ; but, then, art is a toy to

Mr. Ensdell, and will never be anything

more. He's been away at the sea-side for

some weeks, and only returned three days

ago, and it's my opinion hasn't taken up a

painting-brush since he came back."

" I don't think Margaret Blount has taken

to flower-selling," said Mary, thoughtfully;

" and—and if Mr. Ensdell hadn't come back

here, I should have said that Mrs. Blount
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was dead, and that he—he must have seen

a great deal of her, you know, and she is so

beautiful—had fallen in love and married

her!"

" What !" cried Mrs. Mayne—" no, George

Ensdell is not a very wise man, but that

would be folly even beyond him. Fall in

love!—what's the last penny publication

you've been reading, Mary?"

" The love, such as it is, is quite pos-

sible," said Mrs. Baring, who had been a

silent and attentive auditor hitherto ;
" but

the marriage—Mr. Ensdell, I take it, is a

man of the world, which puts such a thing

as that out of the question."

Mary Norton listened, wondering and

^ scared. Was it possible—was it really pos-

sible that Margaret Blount, with all her

glorious beauty, could have gone wrong,

and that the ladies before her could treat it

as the}^ did? In their eyes it was easy to
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see that the one unpardonable offence would

have been Mr. Ensdell's if he had married

the girl.

" What has put this nonsense into your

head, Mary ?" said Mrs. Mayne, sharply.

Then Mary told all she knew about the

new neighbours, and her firm conviction

that the lady who resided at No. 20 was

Margaret Blount. Margaret Blount, in a

dainty morning wrapper, very much im-

proved and refined, outwardly at least, but

still Margaret Blount, the very girl who had

sat to her as a model. Mrs. Baring listened

attentively.

" I've not the slightest doubt it is her,

Rosa—I always told you what would come

ifyou allowed her here. Have you seen the

gentleman at No. 20, child ?
"

Mary answered in the negative.

" You may rely upon it that it is so,

Rosa. Mr. Ensdell is master of the little
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iTienage in Kentish Town. Well, so long as

he pays his rent, and don't bring the girl

here, it's no business of yours. Mr. Ensdell's

not a particularly wise man, or a clever

artist, but I think you'll find that he'll always

treat you with the consideration you've a

right to expect from a gentleman."

Mary Norton listened with an uncomfort-

able consciousness that she was as innocent

in the ways of the '^world as her sister had

often told her. She had had a snubbing

once in a way from her, because of her hmo-

cence—Mrs. Needham looking down upon

her with calm superiority from the heights

of her experience. Was this all that she

had got by coming ? Just to learn that if

Meg had indeed done a thing, the mere

thought ofwhich filled her with such horror,

it was no more than might have been ex-

pected, and that if Mr. Ensdell had led her

into this wickedness and sin, it was to be



MAEY HAS MUCH TO LEARN. 157

forgiven to him, provided he was punctual

in his payments, and kept the offender out

of sight. Presently, however, she said,

" But can nothins^—nothins; be done,

Mrs. Mayne ? Perhaps if you were to see

the poor girl—she is so young—and

—

and
"

" Good gracious, Mary Norton ! don't talk

like a fool ! What have I got to do with

the girl now ? Don't have anything to

say to her yourself, if she comes in your'

w^ay ; and if you choose to go on studying

the figure—and you'll never be an artist if

you don't—never trouble yourself further

about your models than what you see

of them. There now, come and see my

Boadicea; dear me ! I've heard that the

woman I took her from was a fish-fag origi-

nally. Do you think I ever troubled my-

self about that? Where would Boadicea

have been if I had? And look at her now !"
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Mary looked, and praised, as it belioved

her to do, and then hurried away. She

could not be induced to promise to return

to her allegiance to High Art. There was

the robin to paint first, and some hot-house

flowers w^hich had been promised her. And

then the mention of the flowers brought the

tears in her eyes, as she remembered how

she had admired those at No. 20, little

thinking of the price that it seemed Meg

must have paid for them. As she came down

the door-step she encountered Mr. Twiss

going in. He looked so shabby and so sor-

did, that Mary wondered what he wanted

there, till he asked her if the house was Mrs.

Mayne's, when Mary told him yes, and he

thanked her with a courtesy at variance

with his appearance.

" Some one that's seen better days," said

Mary to herself; " and now I suppose he is

going to oficr himself as a model to Mrs.
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Mayne. I've no doubt she'll paint him.

He's quite ugly enough for High Art ; but

I'd rather she than I."

Mr. Twiss was quite aware that Mr. Ens-

dell had apartments in Mrs. Mayne's house,

but it did not suit him to inquire for that

gentleman. If there was any thing to be

gained by eliciting the facts of Meg's parent-

age, he preferred only dealing with her

himself Mr. Ensdell, he was almost sure,

would know of Meg's whereabouts ; but then

if anything to Meg's advantage turned up,

Mr. Ensdell might then choose to make it

conduce to his. Therefore he preferred to

learn what Mrs. Mayne could tell him ; and

on asking for that lady, was at once shown

into the room where she was still seated

in company with her mother,

Mrs. Baring eyed him curiously—nay,

she put up her eye-glass—an ill-bred thing

to do ; but to a man of the appearance of
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Mr. Twiss, it mattered very little about be-

ing ill-bred. Like Mary Norton, she resolv-

ed in her own mind that he was there to

offer his services as a model—possibly as a

companion to Boadicea.

" Only, if I were Rosa," thought Mrs.

Baring, " Fd have him fumigated first—

I

declare the creature quite smells."

Mr. Twiss bowed very politely ; then, as

Mrs. Mayne did not ask him to take a seat,

he perched himself on the extreme edge of

a chair, and holding his hat and cane be-

tween his knees, asked her, in his most

courteous tone, if she could tell him anything

respecting Miss Margaret Blount.

" Good gracious ! man, how should I ?"

was the reply. " Do you suppose I trouble

myself about every girl I hire as model ?

I thought you'd come to hire yourself as

one ; and really, now I look at you, for a

low-life picture in the Dutch style you'd not
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be at all amiss—would he, mamma?—some-

thing after Teniers, now."

Mr. Twiss bowed and smiled, as though

quite flattered by Mrs. Mayne's remarks

;

then he continued— " I should be happy to

offer my services to you, madam, in that ca-

pacity, but my time is otherwise taken up.

As regards Miss Margaret Blount, I have

perhaps been guilty of an intrusion, but it

may be of great importance to that young

person's future interests if I am enabled to

keep up some communication with her. As

it is now six weeks since her mother's

death, and nothing has been seen of her

in Prospect Place "—Mr. Twiss never spoke

of Swamp Town if he could help it
—

" since

then I imagined you might possibly have

taken her into your employ, or have recom-

mended her elsewhere as a model."

" I know nothing of her—nothing," said

Mrs. Mayne; "unless this, that some one

VOL. II. M
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very like her may, I have just heard, be

seen at No. 20, Ehna Place, Kentish Town.

Mind, I don't say it's her, so don't be too

sure ; but I'm told it's a wonderful likeness."

Mr. Twiss bowed his thanks for the in-

formation, then rose to take his leave. Mrs.

Mayne followed him to the door, a civility

she had not vouchsafed to Mary Norton

—

but she was concerned for the safety of the

umbrellas in the hall—and then returned to

her mother with, " Well, that man would

not make a bad model ; but what on earth

can he want with the girl ? I expect there's

very little doubt indeed that she's located at

Elma Place."

" I wish, Rosa—I do wish that I could

teach you to have some regard to the fitness

of things," said Mrs. Baring, mournfully.

" You've sent that shabby, dirty fellow to a

house where his inteiference may possibly

be a source of great annoyance to a gentle-
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man who, as far, at least, as you are con-

cerned, has always studied les hienseances

and proprieties. If that wretched girl is

there, what business is it of yours ? And if

Mr. Ensdell has chosen to act—well, as

single gentlemen do act occasionally—why

need you be the means of causing him any

unpleasantness ? You really deserve—you

do indeed—that he should give you notice

next quarter-day."

'' I wish, mamma, you'd been half as

considerate to poor papa," said Mrs. Mayne

—" he'd have had a much quieter life of

it."

^' Rosa !" cried Mrs. Baring, rising and

adjusting her bonnet by the glass. *' You

forget—your father was a married man."

^' Oh ! I don't forget it, mamma ; and

I'm sure you took care he never should.

As to Mr. Ensdell, let him look out for

himself If gentlemen will indulge in these

m2
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little amusements, they can't always do so

with impunity. He's spoiled that girl as a

model, and for those who liked that style

she would have made a splendid one. I

shan't be at all sorry if Mr. Ensdell does re-

ceive a little annoyance from his inamorata's

relations. I wonder what this dirty little

man is ? Her uncle, perhaps—possibly her

father-in-law. I wish Mr. Ensdell joy of his

acquaintance
!"

Meanwhile Mr. Twiss was retracing his

steps homewards, very well satisfied with

the information he had acquired from Mrs.

Mayne.

" No. 20, Elma Place. I'll make a note

of it, and go that way to-morrow. I won't

call till I've made sure that Miss Margaret is

really there. No. 20. I must pick up an

acquaintance with the maids next door, and

see what they know of their neighbours.

Business is slack just now, so I shall have
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time to follow up this little job. Yes, I'll

go on with it to-morrow
!"

But before that morrow came, Mr. Twiss

had other affairs nearer to himself to think

of, having been had up before the Clerken-

well Police Magistrate, on a charge of im-

posture and begging-letter writing, the end

of which was his committal to prison, as an

old and incorrigible offender, for six months.
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CHAPTER VII.

THE PROCESS OF DEVELOPMENT.

MR. ENSDELL did as he had purposed,

and read Tennyson and Shakespeare

to Meg, and let her read them to him.

Thanks to the instruction she had already-

received from Mr. Twiss, and her own quick-

ness, her reading soon gave him more plea-

sure than his did her. She had a rich, full

voice, a good ear for rhythm and harmony,

and a quick perception of emphasis. She

entered, too, into the spirit of the words,

and caught their meaning readily, almost

losing herself, at times, in the characters

whose utterances she gave.

" You would have made a splendid actress,
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Meg," said Mr. Ensdell to her one day.

"Have you ever been to a play? Shall I

take you to one ?"

Meg had been once or twice with Joe

—

to the sixpenny gallery—and she was very

ready to go again. Mr. Ensdell engaged a

private box. It was more expensive than

the dress-circle, or the pit-stalls, but it was

quiet, and to themselves, and there was less

likelihood of Meg's being brought into con-

tact with anybody of his acquaintance. Mr.

Ensdell was the most gentlemanly of sinners.

On no account would he willingly have al-

lowed Meg s skirts to sweep against those of

any dame or damsel of good repute and

social position ; he stood by his order, and

was punctilious in his observances of the re-

spect due to the women of that order. There-

fore he took Meg to a box, where, though

he might, if he saw fit, introduce her to any

of his sex, there was no likelihood of her in-
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fringing the convenances by coming too near

any of her own.

Meg enjoyed the play thoroughly; and

she enjoyed her own position at it. She

thoroughly realized the comfortable box, the

obsequious box-keeper, the ample space, the

easy access, the contiguity to the stage, and

the pleasant feeling of being shut in from the

crowd around, and yet with ample oppor-

tunity to amuse herself by watching it, and

she did not realize the falseness and inse-

curity of her own position. No, not even

when Mr. Ensdell brought a couple of

friends into the box, and introduced them

to her, and they paid her fulsome compli-

ments, and showed their admiration of her

in a manner that others, even if they had

been as unhappily situated as was Meg,

would have resented as an insult. She

thought them rude and disagreeable, and

hoped Mr. Ensdell would not let them come
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near her again ; but she knew too httle of

the ways men—even such men as these

—

have with women they respect, to under-

stand rightly their bearing towards herself.

She went through the ceremony of introduc-

tion very well. Mr. Ensdell had given

her one or two hints on the subject of de-

portment, and as she did not like these men

she kept silent, and looked towards the

stage, and altogether so comported herself,

that Mr. Ensdell's friends felt themselves

rather put down, and after awhile slipped

out of the box, and left Meg free to hear all

that was passing on the stage, undisturbed

by their conversation.

Mr. Ensdell enjoyed himself very much

the early part of the evening. Meg looked

superb in her evening dress, simple as it

was; her shoulders were magnificent, and

her head set so well upon them. A great

many people looked at her, and Mr. Ens-
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dell was very well satisfied to see them so

looking ; and he liked the manner in which

she had received his friends, and the silence

with which she had ignored their imperti-

nences. He had been half afraid that she

would giggle, or look awkward, but she

had done nothing of the kind.

" That girl should have been born a prin-

cess of the blood Royal," he thought ;
" she

looks just fit to faire spectacle^ and sit un-

moved with a thousand eyes upon her."

He was very proud of Meg, and very well

satisfied with himself for having found such

a jewel ; and he looked around the house

again to see what other eyes might be re-

garding her, when in a far corner of the pit

he espied his half-brother Arnold, who ap-

peared to be entirely engrossed by the busi-

ness of the stage.

" Tant mieux,'' thought Mr. Ensdell; "Ar-

nold's ideas are, to say the least, rather pe-
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culiar. There's no knowing what view he

might take of things as they are in this

box. If it were old GeoiFrey Stanton I

shouldn't care a fig. But then Stanton is

a man of the world, who, unless he is very

much belied, has had his day, and made the

most of it ; while Arnold is the veriest prig

that ever looked sour at another fellow's

sins, because he couldn't see the pleasant-

ness of committing any of his own. I should

not like him to see Mademoiselle Marguer-

ite. All her beauty would not cause him

to overlook the slight impropriety of the

affair—and yet what does it matter ? He

must learn the existence of our little menage

sooner or later. It's in the nature of things

for such matters to ooze out one way or

another. It's too late now to consider. He's

looking round, and sees us—recognises Made-

moiselle too, I think, by the look ! We shall

soon see ; he's evidently bent on coming."
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Arnold Ensdell had seen his brother, and

had a dim idea that somewhere or another

he had met with the lady by his side. She

was very beautiful—too beautiful to be

easily forgotten ; and then he strained his

memory in the hope of recalling where he

had seen that face before. Was she the

Rebecca who was to make his brother fa-

mous among painters ? Surely yes ! And

what did she do here ? It was, unhappily,

only too easy to guess at the step which had

led her from her place as the artist's model

to one by his side. Still, he would satisfy

himself that she really was the same ; and

with that motive Arnold Ensdell left the

pit, and found his way into his brother's box.

Mr. George Ensdell did not introduce hhn

to Meg, and the fact that he did not do so

was a significant one. He talked of the

play, the actresses, the news of the day, but

appeared quite to ignore her existence.



THE PROCESS OF DEVELOPMENT. 173

Meg never thought of resenting this—she

liked very well to hear the two talk, espe-

cially Arnold, whose very voice had a charm

for her. There was something in Arnold

Ensdell that won upon all women. It was

not his misfortunes, for few knew of them

—

neither were they of the romantic character

most likely to interest their sympathies ; and

it was not his looks, for few would have

called him handsome ; and it was not that

he took any especial pains to please them, for,

as a rule, Arnold seldom talked to women

when there were men in the way. But

there was a gentle, innate tenderness about

his courtesy which made each woman he

came near instinctively feel that he would

have made a good brother, and even a better

son, and that to any one in need of care or

help, their being so would have been an all-

sufficient claim upon him. And Arnold had

a great merit—a much rarer one with men
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in these days than in the past—he never let

a woman feel that he forgot or ignored her

presence. He was not much given to slang

or light talk at any time ; but no woman

ever heard either from his lips. And it was

the womanhood alone—placed as it were on

a pedestal—not the social position which

might chance to be its adjunct ; and if he

came across womanhood which had been

false and pitiless to itself, so much the more

was he true and pitiful. If he could not

give respect, there was the more need to

give compassion.

Meg felt intuitively that Mr. Arnold

Ensdell was pitymg her—and why should

he ? She was well-dressed, and better off,

if he knew all, than ever she had been in

all her life. As to her past troubles, what

did he know of them ? He knew nothing

of Joe and baby—how was he to tell that

she never saw a child without feeling the
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bitter tears welling up into lier eyes as she

remembered her own little one?—or that

all the fine dresses and pretty things which

Mr. Ensdell gave her, would gladly have

been given up could she only have shared the

room in Swamp Town again with Joe? Why

should he pity her ?—why did he look at

her with those great, sad eyes ? But how

beautiful they were, and how unlike his

brother's ! Presently Arnold came and

spoke to her—he had a very sweet, mellow

voice—and Meg was pleased that he did

so, and looked up with a flush and a smile

as he addressed her.

" Do you like the performance to-night ?

Are you fond of the theatre ?"

" I like it all—everything," said Meg, her

enthusiasm conquering her shyness. " I

think I would come every night if I could.

The ladies are so lovely; and wasn't the

singing fine ?"
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" If you are fond of singing, you would

prefer the Opera. Have you ever been

there ?" asked Arnold Ensdell, eyeing her

curiously. She was such an untaught crea-

ture, evidently. The more shame to his

brother, if things really were as they ap-

peared.

Meg shook her head. " I don't know

what the Opera is—it can't be better than

this, can it ? I am to go to a concert soon.

Mr. Ensdell has promised to take me. I

think singing's the finest thing in the world

next to painting."

Mr. George Ensdell broke in with some ob-

servation addressed to his brother. He was

not altogether pleased at the readiness with

which Meg had entered into conversation with

him. But Arnold Ensdell, the little time

he remained in the box, directed 'his atten-

tion exclusively to the stage, sitting in a

silence only broken by monosyllables.
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It was not long, however, before he rose to

go, sa}dng, as he did so, to his brother,

" What time shall I be most likely to find

you in Courtmain Street to-morrow ?"

" Any time from one to four," was the re-

ply, given with apparent readiness, though

Mr. George Ensdell felt that his brother

would very likely have more to say about

Meg than it would altogether please him to

hear.

VOL. II.
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CHAPTER VIII.

GOOD COUNSEL ILL RECEIVED.

TT was a piece of mere Quixotism on Ar-

-^ nold Ensdell's part to visit his brother,

the next day. What good could he do by go-

ing ? He asked himself this repeatedly. But

then, on the other hand, what right had he to

stop away ? If things were as they appeared,

it was not likely that his brother would throw

up his connection with Meg to please him
;

but if they were not—if the border land be-

tween temptation and fruition were not yet

passed, he might be in time to save this girl.

At least, he would try.

He worked hard that morning, to earn the

time in which to do so. A brief of some im-
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portance had come in the preceding evening,

and to do it justice, and yet not neglect Meg,

he had risen some hours earlier than usual.

This brief might pave the wayto better things,

coming as it did from a legal firm of some

importance ; or it might only be as other

matters had been, a transient gleam of suc-

cess, and the prelude of disappointment.

However, he must do his best for it, just the

same ; and accordingly he had bestowed

some hours of hard, solid work upon it be-

fore half the occupants of the chambers

around had risen ; and when his laundress

came to light his fire she found he had

already done so, and was sitting surround-

ed by his books and papers.

The woman was very ready to hurry over

her ministrations, as she was desired to do,

and after placing his spare breakfast ready,

went away; and Arnold, after a while, arose

to partake of it.

n2
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All the surroundings of his chamber, all

the adjuncts of the meal, were on a very dif-

ferent scale from the luxurious appointments

of George Ensdell's rooms and table. There

could be little doubt in the mind of any one

who looked around that Arnold Ensdell

was either a very poor or a very parsimoni-

ous man. The chambers themselves were

at the very top of the house, and the small

clerk who served him did duty for two

other juniors as well. The furniture had

seen hard service in the time of the last oc-

cupant of the rooms, and had never been

worth much. There was a total lack of all

the adornments and elegancies in which his

elder brother delighted, the one sole " thing

of beauty" in the room being a cluster of late

autumn flowers on the table, which his cou-

sin Eleanor had given him on his last visit

to the Grange. He looked at the flowers,

and smiled, as he might have done had
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tlieir donor been present. Arnold Ensdell's

smile always made his face look handsome

—at least, in the eyes of every woman who

saw it. It was that smile, with its mingled

sweetness and sadness, that had won Elea-

nor Stanton's heart before she knew it.

There were plenty of books in the room

—

books to a man like Arnold Ensdell were

almost as much a necessary of life as his

daily bread. But in addition to those cher-

ished favourites, whom he had strained his

purse to purchase, were a number of

volumes of a lighter kind. Arnold Ensdell

was very glad to eke out his slender income

by reviewing even such ephemeral produc-

tions as three-volume novels, and though he

would never be a master in his craft ; hav-

ing, unhappily for himself, an idea that the

first essential in reviewing is to do justice to

the author—an idea which was rather in the

way at times, when a telling article was re-



1 82 MEG.

quired of him—still, he found occasional

employment in this way. He took up one of

these volumes now, and perused it while he

ate his dry toast and sipped his tea. It had

to be reviewed by night, and there was

some hours' work before him with the brief.

It was a trashy, flimsy novel, but it had to

be done justice to, nevertheless, and its

merits, such as they were, dealt fairly with.

With that and the brief, it would be a hard

matter to find time to spare for his visit to

his brother ; but the time must be found

;

and therefore, hurrying over his frugal

breakfast, Arnold threw aside the novel, and

again resumed his labours with the brief.

At two o'clock that was nearly disposed

of. He should have to attend at his leader's

chambers for a consultation after his visit to

his brother ; then there would be the novel,

two more volumes to wade through to get

the gist of the plot, and then to prepare his
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estimate of it for the Argus. If lie could

only have brought himself to throw it aside

as utterly unreadable after the perusal of

the first fifty pages, as half its critics would

do, it would have saved him some hours of

dreary work. But dreary as the work might

be, it had to be done as conscientiously as

if it was as sheer a labour of love as the

perusal of a book written by any of the mas-

ters in the craft of fiction would have been.

As conscientiously, but more tenderly. It

would be so very hard to reconcile his duty

to the public with some consideration to the

author. It went sorely against the grain of

Arnold Ensdell's nature to have to wield the

scourge.

Mr. George Ensdell was at home when

his brother called. He was not much in

Courtmain Street now; but still he painted in

the studio occasionally, and his letters were

always directed there. Mrs. Baring and
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Mrs. Mayne drew their own conclusions

from his absence, but made no remarks

upon it. He was very punctual in his pay-

ments, gave less trouble than ever, and was

politeness itself whenever he met the^ladies.

A model lodger, in fact—one whose little

irregularities, provided he continued to

manage them with the discretion he had

hitherto shewn, ought not to be inquired into

too curiously, according to Mrs. Baring

;

while Mrs. Mayne so far agreed with her

mother, as to observe that as long as matters

went on as they were doing in her house, it

was no affair of hers what Mr. Ensdell

might be doing elsewhere ; only as he had

spoiled Margaret Blount for a model by

making her his mistress, she hoped Mr.

Twiss would consider it incumbent on him

to resent the impropriety of his doing so.

The studio looked more luxurious than

ever—more thoroughly the play-room of a
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man to whom art was only the most beauti-

ful and refined of all the recreations of his

idle hours. It might be because it was now

some months since he had been last there,

but it struck Arnold Ensdell more vividly

than ever with its contrast to his own dingy

chambers, and their poor surroundings. Not

painfully—Arnold's straitened means never

weighed much upon him. He was almost

Spartan in his endurance of the privations

they involved. Wealth would have been a

good thing had it come to him, and the

graces and luxuries of life were not at all

matters to be despised; but he could do

without them, if need be, and feel himself

neither the smaller nor the meaner man

for having so to do. Luncheon was on a

side table, as Mr. Ensdell had expected his

brother's visit—and even this meal was ar-

ranged with an artistic eye to effect. One

tall, narrow-necked bottle of German wine,
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a bunch of beautiful grapes, a raised pie, a

lobster, some dainty-looking bread—and a

bowl of flowers in the centre. It was very

simple, but so differently served from Ar-

nold's breakfast, with its chipped plates and

battered teapot, or the chop and potatoes

which his laundress would give him when

he went home. Eating was one of the draw-

backs to life, Mr. Ensdell was in the habit of

saying—it was as well to disguise its mate-

rialism by throwing what few graces round

it we could.

But dainty and picturesque as the meal

looked, Arnold Ensdell refused to partake

ofmore than a few grapes ; and, while pick-

ing them oiF their stalk, dashed into the sub-

ject which had brought him there.

" I want you to tell me something about

the girl who was with you last night. Didn't

you take her as your model for the picture

over there ?—which, by-the-bye, unless you
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work hard at it, it will never be finished in

time for the Academy."

"I doubt whether I shall send it to

them," replied Mr. Ensdell, with a shrug of

his shoulders. " I hate working against

time—it is sure to be ill done—and I should

keep the picture for myself in any case. And

just now I am at a stand-still, for want of a

model for Ivanhoe."

" And the model who sat for Rebecca

—

what of her ?" said Arnold Ensdell, notio

ing that his brother Qvaded the question.

" Handsome girl, isn't she ?—a face that

would do as well for the stage as the studio,"

replied Mr. Ensdell carelessly.

" Yes, there is no question of her beauty

—is she making the most of it by following

her avocation as a model—or in any other

way?" He lowered his voice as he uttered the

last words, and glanced meaningly at Mr.

Ensdell. The latter poured out a glass of
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wdne, drank it off, played with the food

upon his plate, and then looking up at his

brother, observed,

^' Now, my good fellow, allow me to ask

whatever business that is of yours?"

" None, perhaps. Only, seeing her by your

side last night, dressed—I don't know much

of such matters, but in a style that I should

think an artist's model could scarcely afford

out of her earnings ; seeing, too, what an

imtaught creature she is—all the more help-

less through her ignorance ; and seeing, too,

that a face like hers might lead many a man

into folly he would regret, both for her sake

and his own, when too late, I thought it

would not be presuming too much on our

relationship to ask you, if, indeed, you medi-

tated this folly, to pause a little before plung-

ing in it. She is so young, George—she

can't be yet nineteen—and most probably

has had such a training that she scarcely
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knows wrong from right. Let her go—it is

such a poor prize to lose so much for.

Surely a prey so easily captured is not worth

the chasing ? George, for your very man-

hood's sake, you ought to let her go !"

" My good fellow, have I brought all this

moralizing on myselfbecause I took a pretty

girl to the theatre ?" said Mr. Ensdell, im-^

patiently.

" You know enough of the ways of the

world to be aware what the taking such a*

girl to the theatre involves," was the reply.

^' It seems to me that, even if you have gone

no further than that, I have scarcely spoken

too soon."

" I don't acknowledge your right to speak

at all. If we did not bear the same name,

it's the kind of thing I should characterize as

a confounded impertinence !" replied George

Ensdell, with some irritation.

" I don't often presume upon that, George;
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and if I have spoken now, it has been out

of some consideration for you as well as for

this girl. I am not going to preach. I'm

perfectly aware of your dislike to sermons,

either in or out of the pulpit
;
youVe about

the last man wdth whom I should think of

discussing such subjects as righteousness,

wrath, and judgment to come—you would

never expect the pleasant sins you commit

to bring the two last down upon you. But

this girl is so poor a prey, and the conse-

quences of an entanglement—isn't that the

word for such an affair ?—would be so un-

pleasant to yourself when you are tired of

her, as, in the natural course of things, you

will be some day, while to her it may lead

to results of which I think I need hardly

speak. Am I in time, George, or have I

spoken too late ?"

" If you had been in time, your inter-

ference would have done little good," replied
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George Ensdell, doggedly ;
'' and—you are

not. Now you know it all. I have my

small sins, and am no better than my neigh-

bours. You can't say that I ever pretended

to be. When I am tired of this girl—and

I agree with you that I am likely enough to

be so some day—I shall not send her adrift

to shift for herself, as old Stanton did his

cliere arnie, when he turned respectable and

settled down. The woman had a child,

too—but I forgot, you were a small boy air

the time, and I was still at Westminster.

I don't go in for fine feelings; but Mar-

garet Blount will suffer no such treatment

as that at my hands, when it suits me to

part with her. I shall take care, if she goes

wrong, it shall be through no fault of mine.

I shall deal liberally with her ; and with her

face and my training she might make her

fortune on the stage ; but she shall have no

need even to do that, unless she pleases.
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There, I think you ought to be satisfied with

your protegees future. I would ask you to

come to see us (our little menage is a very

charming one), but I am sure it would mili-

tate against all your notions of propriety to

do so. And now you have done your duty,

and bored me terribly, sit down and make a

lunch, like a rational being."

Arnold Ensdell was in no mood, how-

ever, for lunch. He had made an effort in be-

half of this girl, who had so interested him,

and failed. He rose to go, pleading the

consultation he had to attend, and hurried

away.

As he left the room, he again caught

sight of the unfinished painting of Meg as

Rebecca. The likeness struck him pain-

fully. Mr. Ensdell had for once shown

that there was something of the artist in

him, after all. However he might have

wronged his model, he had at least done
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her justice on the canvas. What a creature

to be made a toy of! What a face to bear

the blazon of shame ! What a soul to be

flung in the mire ! And Arnold Ensdell's

own swelled within him as he looked again

on that rare beauty, and the words uncon-

sciously rose to his lips, " Lost !—lost !

—

lost
!"

Ah! lost indeed! Pariah and outcast

from her cradle ! What chance of salvation

had ever yet been offered her ?

VOL. II.
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CHAPTER IX.

PYGMALION AND HIS STATUE.

II IRS. NEEDHAM had been very indig-

^^^ nant with the tenants of No. 20 for

occupying the house, and with the landlord

for having let it to them, when she heard

the result of Mary's interview with Mrs.

Mayne. There could be little doubt that

the mistress of the house next door was, in

common parlance, "no better than she

should be." Mrs. Needham's very soul rose

within her at the thought. The street had

always been so respectable—every gentle-

man in it had kept such good hours, and

gone so punctually to business ; every lady

could, if need be, have exhibited her mar-
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riage certificate, duly signed and witnessed.

She asked her husband whether people

guilty of such improprieties as those at

No. 20 could not be indicted as a nuisance ?

They were a nuisance, there was no question

of that, and would ruin the whole street,

especially as far as the servants were con-

cerned. But Mr. Needham's replies were

not of a satisfactory nature. He could

neither be brought to write to the landlord,
•

requesting him to eject the tenants at No.

20 ; nor to the master of that house, point-

ing out to him the desirability of his re-

moving to a less respectable street, where

the inhabitants would not be so greatly

scandalized by his proximity as those in

Elma Place. There was no help for it

—

things must be as they were ; and all Mrs.

Needham could do was to threaten her own

servant with dismissal if she spoke to those

at No. 20; to lift up hands and eyes, in

o2
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common with all the neighbouring ma-

trons, at the disgrace that had fallen on

the neighbourhood ; and to charge her sis-

ter Mary neither to speak to nor look at Meg,

if she encountered her. Mary promised

obedience very sorrowfully, but she caught

herself sometimes looking behind the blinds

when Meg went out, with Mr. Ensdell for

her escort, for a drive or a short walk.

She was richly dressed now, with a bonnet

that was the envy of all Elma Place—it

bore so unmistakeably the imprint of a West-

end milliner ; and she wore her silks and

velvets with an air and grace as if born to

them, and the face was refimng as well as

ripening in its loveliness—there was always

something about it now that reminded Mary

more than ever of the look which she had

once seen bent on Bailey's Eve. How

could she have such a look, and yet be what

she was

!

..
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Meg herself was blissfully unconscious of

the disapprobation her presence in Elma

Place had caused. In truth she had some-

thing else to do than either to be watching

her neighbours or speculating upon what

they thought of her. She was very happy

in her new home, and very ready to make

the best of it, as she had done with the

smaller and meaner one which she had

shared with Joe. It was astonishing how

readily she sympathised with all Mr. Ens*

dell's refined and luxurious tastes, and how

very soon she laid aside the tone and habits

which had at first jarred upon him. She

had an inimitable knack of setting off to

their prettiest the pretty things around her,

of soon learning how a table should be

served and meals appointed. And she had

good taste not only in her surroundings,

but in herself She acquired, almost as if

by instinct, the art of buying suitable and
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becoming dresses, and putting them on pro-

perly. And her hair ; it was wonderful how

many new arrangements, each one more be-

coming than the other, she had for it. In

truth, Meg delighted as much in her own

beauty as in the beauty of everything around

her, and she had an intuitive perception of

the colours and attire most in keeping with

it. But beside all these pleasant cares,

there was the process of development to be

carried on, and Meg was now doing more

for herself than Mr. Ensdell could do for

her. Every fresh book seemed to open a

fresh world, and teach her that there was

yet some further knowledge to attain—some

fresh difficulty to surmount. She delighted

in history. Those old stories of Greek and

Rome were better even than the poets.

How she sympathised with Lucretia—not

in her scorn of dishonour ; Meg had yet to

learn the meaninf]: of the word—but in the
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love that would not survive its forced dis-

loyalty ! How she grieved over Virginia,

though she could not comprehend the

meaning of her father's act ! All those

grand old myths, as we are taught to call

them now, were Gospel truths to Meg. She

leaped with Curtius into the gulf, and stood

by the Greek mother's side when she sent

her son to battle. Meg was a sheer heathen

still, but was fast ripening into a very splen-

did one. Mr. Ensdell was charmed with

the improvement, but sometimes she went

too fast for him, puzzling and bewildering

him by her questions, which often far out-

stripped his capabilities of giving satisfactory

replies. Still he was pleased with his pupil

—she transcended his expectations. He

took great credit to himself for her progress,

and, fortunately for his self-complacency, it

never occurred to him that if the progress

went much further, Meg might not be alto-
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gether so satisfied with her position as she

was at present.

But she was very happy now—so happy,

til at her memories of Joe ceased to trouble

her, and she seldom grieved even for her

baby, unless she saw one about the same

age as that was when she last saw it. There

was a baby next door, belonging to Mrs.

Needham. Meg had seen it several times

in the servant's arms. It was a delicate

little thing, and Meg fancied she could trace

some resemblance in it to her own. She

had made up her mind, if ever she fell in

with that baby when she went out, she

would ask the girl to let her kiss it. Only

she scarcely ever left the house but in com-

pany with Mr. Ensdell ; he did not like her

going out alone, and she was sure he would

not like to stand by while she fondled the

baby. Perhaps the girl might pass the

house one day when she was at the win-



PYGMALION AND HIS STATUE. 201

dow, and she would ask her to step in and

let her take the child for a moment—only a

moment. Surely its moth^ would not

grudge her that, nor Mr. Ensdell be angry

when she told him what she had done ! He

was very strict in his injunctions to Meg to

keep aloof from her neighbours. He might

have spared his cautions—there was little

likelihood of their suffering Meg to come in

contact with them.

Christmas came, and Mr. Ensdell, who-

was going to spend it at the Oaks, left Meg

on the twenty-fourth of December, telling

her he should not be away for more than a

week. He would have been better pleased

had he seen her more concerned at his de-

parture ; even a burst of tears, though try-

ing to him, and possibly unbecoming to her,

would have been preferable to the calm

cheerfulness with which Meg received his

adieux. In truth, she liked Mr. Ensdell,
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and was very grateful to him, but his ab-

sence for a few^days would have very little

effect upon her happiness. There was a

new book of travels to be read through.

Meg had given one whole afternoon to the

study of Goldsmith's Geography, and so had

mastered the facts that the world was

round, and that walk as far as she would,

there was no fear of her falling off at the

edge ; and also that there were people who

did not understand English in it, and were

of different shades of blackness ; so that

travels were beginning to be interesting, as

telling her something of the other dwellers

on the globe : but she had also Macaulay's

Lays of Ancient Rome to delight her. Meg,

as she glanced over them, felt that she

should very soon know half of them by

heart. Then, too, she promised herself the

pleasure of decorating the house with hol-

lies and evergreens agamst Mr. Ensdell's re-
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turn, as a welcome to liim ; and, above all,

she was counting on the possibility of way-

laying not only the baby, but the three other

children next door, and giving them all

Christmas presents.

She almost smiled as she bade Mr. Ens-

dell good-bye. She might have looked a

little more concerned. He hated a scene,

but even that would have been preferable

to this calm, unruffled cheerfulness. He

sprung into the cab that was to take himsel£

and his belongings to the station, and waved

his hand from the window. Meg waved

hers too, and now smiled outright as she did

so. Mr. Ensdell flung himself back angrily

in a corner of the cab. It was very clear

that, however much he might have developed

his model, there was a great deal yet to be

done before she would be quite all that he

wished. And how was he to make her so ?

He had spared neither time, trouble, nor ex-
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pense, and yet she evidently cared nothing

for his leaving her. Nay, seemed rather

pleased that he should do so. Had he a

rival ? But Mr. Ensdell would not do him-

self so much injustice as to entertain this

thought. Besides, there was something so

transparent about Meg, that he could not for

a moment imagine her capable of deceiving

him. No, he need not let this trouble him.

He had, perhaps, devoted himself too exclu-

sively to the cultivation of Meg's mental

faculties, till she had learned to look upon

him as a tutor rather than a lover. It was

an error on his part, and he must set to

work to rectify it as soon as he returned

home. Meg would find it dull enough be-

fore he did so, when her books ran short,

and there was no one to get her fresh ones.

All the better for the continuance of the de-

velopment in the direction he wished it to

take. Then he thought of Pygmalion and
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his statue. He had in a manner carved out

his statue, for himself, from the rough-hewn

block in which it lay. He must finish the work

now, and wake the marble loveliness to life.

So thinking, Mr. Ensdell, who was nowcom-

fortably ensconced in a first-class railway car-

riage, drew his travelling-rug over him, and

took up a number of the CornMU, while Meg

at the same time was sitting in front of the

fire, her pretty velvet-clad feet on the fender,

her silken draperies spreading wide around,

,

and her beautiful head bending eagerly over

Macaulay. She read for awhile with a rap-

ture of delight, then half closed the book,

and looked out of the window at the falling

snow with an intense enjoyment of the pre-

sent comfort and luxuriousness of her posi-

tion; glanced round the room, as ifthe cheer-

lessness without doubly enhanced its ele-

gance and warmth, and then took up her

book again.
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" I shall have such a good time for read-

ing now. I hope Mr. Ensdell won't come

back till I've read all the books he has left,

and kissed that baby !

"

Then she was buried again in Macaulay.

It was very clear there was plenty yet for

Pygmalion to do !
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CHAPTER X.

MRS. VERNON.

CHRISTMAS at Summerly was rather a

failure this year. It seemed to be the

herald of anything but peace on earth,

good will to men. Mr. Marsh and th(?

fairer members of his congregation, were

unusually liberal in their doles to the

poor around them—so liberal that some of

the working men thought their benefactions

a fair excuse for throwing up work alto-

gether, and luxuriating all day long in the

beer-shops ; and when they closed, enliven-

ing the domestic hearth in the manner so

peculiarly congenial to the British workman

when in a state of inebriety.



208 MEG.

Mr. Marsh and his hearers fully recognis-

ed the duty of charity ; unhappily they only

regarded it in its lowest form of alms-giving,

and the Summerly'poor of late years, thanks

to the influx of the well-to-do middle class

amongst them, had become so habituated to

be petted, and fed, and generally looked

after, as far as their material comforts were

concerned, that they were learning to accept

pauperism as a chronic, and not at all un-

pleasant, state of things. Mr. Marsh and

his followers never used the expression

"working classes," it had an unpleasant

sound in it, savouring of independence, radi-

calism, and dissent. The working classes

were the people who got up the Reform

League, read the Star on week-days and

the Dispatch on Sundays, who believed in

Holyoake, or, what was almost worse, in Me-

thodist preachers ; to whom Bright was the

political apostle of the nineteenth century

;
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wlio were great on the question of the bal-

lot, and clamouring for universal suffrage as

if it were an universal panacea. A trouble-

some, impertinent set of people to deal

with, who fortunately were not to be met

with in Summerly. Instead, they had the

'' poor," always " the poor," the farm la-

bourers, the brick-makers, the carters and

roadsters, who, on an average, spent more

than half their earnings in the beer-shops,

and let their wives wheedle and curtsey the

deficiency out of the ladies who periodically

visited them.

For, with all their vices, " the poor " were

submissive and civil. The men always

touched their hats to their superiors, and the

women curtsied and told their complaints

of hard times and children's ailments with

a fulsome cringing that was sure to win its

reward. And the children came to Sunday

school, where, if they learned little, and

VOL. II. p
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profited less by tlie spiritual instruction im-

parted to them, they, at any rate, never fail-

ed to bow and curtsey to their superiors, to

say, "yes, ma'am," and "no, sir," when

spoken to, and to profess due thankfulness

for the tracts, the pictures, and, above all, the

warm frocks and tippets given to them.

And " the poor " were easily brought to

enter into their superiors' views as to the

sinfulness of going to Chapel. Bringing

them to Church was quite another affair

;

men were generally poorly on the Sunday,

by their wives' accounts, and had to lie in

bed to get rid ofthe " rheumatiz." Rheuma-

tism, indeed, seemed a chronic complaint,

recurring periodically to many of them, at

intervals of seven days. As to the women,

of course they had dinners to cook and

babies to mind—it was scarcely likely they

could come ; but, at any rate, the majority

of them were quite ready to acquiesce in the
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teacTiings of their superiors, and not imperil

their souls by attending the ministrations at

the Chapel, when they were given to un-

derstand that not only their souls, but their

bodies, would suffer for so doing. On the

whole, the lower classes in Summerly pre-

sented a very fair field for Mr. Marsh and

his followers to work in. They were quite

willing to be treated as children, if they

were only cared for as such. They received

all the good things given them—lectures and •

visits included—very gratefully ; and if they

were no better for all the almsgiving, and the

tracts the ladies dispensed so liberally, it was

all the more reason these should persevere

in their dispensation. Besides, was it not

written, "The poor ye have always with

you " ? There was little likelihood of their

not being in Summerly ; at any rate while

Mr. Marsh and his congregation went to

work the way they did amongst them.

p 2
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The Rector saw all the evil, and grieved

over it more and more. And he was so

powerless to set things right. True, he still

retained a certain right of supervision over

that part of the parish in which Mr. Marsh

officiated; but while he saw the evil, he

knew not how to counteract it. He told

the wealthy that they gave away too much,

and did not give it wisely ; but he knew not

how to direct them to give it better. He

felt grieved and hurt when he saw the few

poorer families who would still persist in

attending Chapel, passed over, let their

needs be what they might. Some of them

were really in distress, and these the Rector

helped himself, knowing well that Mr.

Harley had more claims on him than he

could meet. Then he found himself in

worse repute than ever—looked upon as a

traitor to his Church, a sinner against his

own order. Even at his own end of the
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village tlie fever was spreading—this very

Christmas efforts had been made to decorate

the church in a manner more in conformity

with the way in which they did things at

St. Paul's ; and though the Rector was able

to prevent this being done, declaring that

nothing but the old-fashioned wreaths and

clusters of hollies and evergreens should be

adopted, and that neither banners nor

crosses should enter the place, his doing so

brought fresh ill-will upon him. Sometimes
*

he felt tempted to give way. After all, had

he done so well that he had a right to inter-

fere with those who were striving to do

better? Why not let them do as they

thought fit? Was it not worth a little

sacrifice of feeling on his own part to have

peace and quietness in the parish ?

But then there was the question, would

peace and quietness come if he did give

way?—and of this the Rector felt very
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doubtful. There were more heart-burnings,

discussions, and quarrellings in the parish

since these new doctrines had found their

way into it than there had ever been before.

It was not only the Dissenters of all classes

who were scouted with an intolerance that

grieved the kindly old gentleman sorely,

but the quiet, easy-going Church people

who were content, like the first Mrs. Hub-

bard, to worship in the parish church

after the plain and simple fashion which

had satisfied their fathers, were looked

upon as only a few shades better than the

chapel-goers ; and every instance of common

civility or neighbourly feeling on their part

towards these latter was stigmatised as lati-

tudinarian to a culpable degree. The Rector

felt, weak as he was, he was yet of some

service as a breakwater. If he did not

stand in the way, there was no knowing

how completely the Tvaves of intolerance
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and spiritual exclusiveness might wash away

every trace of good-will and kindliness. So

the old gentleman nerved himself, not for

an active conflict—he felt that would have

been beyond him—but for the slow-sustain-

ed effort of passive resistance. His church,

at least, should not be tampered with.

Prayers should be read there and hymns

sung, as they had been for the last three

hundred years. They might call him, as they

did, Erastian, Laodicean—nay, even Puri-

tan, but this he could do, and this he would.

Only it was a sore grief to him to have to

do it. If they would only have let him end

his days in peace, as he had always lived

them ! He was so unfitted for this work

—

why was it thrust upon him ?—and again

he reproached himself, as he had done

many a time and oft, with the one false step

that had placed him in a position which

now more than ever called for the exercise
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of the very qualities of which he was most

devoid.

Ah ! he had suffered enough—was suffer-

ing still, in atonement for that early weak-

ness. His lines had not fallen in such plea-

sant places, after all, though they had fallen

upon Summerly Rectory and its eight hun-

dred a year.

The Rector was a frequent visitor at the

Oaks. Not that he had much in common

with its master, but he was a childless man,

with a great love for children and young

people, and Nelly Stanton had found her

way into the very warmest corner of his

heart ; so she had into Mrs. Vernon's, in

whose chamber she was a frequent guest.

The two old people, indeed, spoiled and

petted the girl as if she had been their

grandchild. Her bright, glad young face,

her saucy wilfulness, her very caprices and

little petulances endeared her to them, and it
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was as a matter of course that on Cliristmas

day, when the sermon was over, Nelly,

when she descended the little staircase ap-

propriated to their pew, told her cousin Ar-

nold to come with her to the Rectory, and

wait in the dining-room while she ran up to

see Mrs. Vernon.

The Rector was stapng behind to admin-

ister the Communion, with sadly maimed

and imperfect rites, according to Mr. Marsh

and the St. Paulites, and Nelly and heiv

cousin went across the churchyard by a

small path which led to the ivy-covered

Rectory. It was an old building, coeval

with the church ; and the furniture of the

room into which they were shown, while

waiting to know if Mrs. Vernon was well

enough to receive her visitor, was, if not

as old as the house, at any rate sufficiently

ancient to be in keeping with it. Mr. Ver-

non had taken a great deal of the furniture
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of the house from his predecessor's widow,

so that it dated back to the beginning of the

century ; and the old, thin-legged Pembroke

tables, the large, heavy sofas, the faded cur-

tains and carpets, were all in unison with

the still quiet of the whole place, which

looked as if life had stood still within it for

the last fifty years.

There was something on one of the tables,

however, which gave the dull, faded room

a glow and brightness, even before Nelly

Stanton entered it. This was a large bunch

ofhot-house flowers, which she espied at once.

" Look, Arnold, ain't they lovely? I sent

them here before I went to church—gathered

them myself, and told Timms he was to tell

Mr. Vernon they were not to be taken up-

stairs till I came. Mrs. Vernon will be so

pleased! I alwaj^s take her flowers every

Christmas-day. May I go up, Ridge ?" she

said, turning eagerly to a staid upper-servant
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who entered. "Is Mrs. Vernon well enough

to see me to-day ?"

Ridge smiled assent, and Nelly, taking her

flowers, told Arnold to wait for her patiently,

she would not be longer than she could help.

" Only it's a week since I was here, and I

warn you when Mrs. Vernon and I do get

together, one of us, at least, never knows

when to leave off talking. I dare say you'll

find something light and amusing in the

Rector's study. I know there's the Fathers,-

and Gibbon's Decline and Fall. He took

the books when he took the house. ' There's

not one less than fifty years old. What a

charming change for you from your three-

volume novels
!"

Then she ran off, as smiling and radiant as

her flowers, and in another second was in

Mrs. Vernon's apartment. It was a pleasant

room, with two different views from its win-

dows—one looking on the churchyard and
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the church, the otlier on the open country

—and opened by folding-doors into the

sleeping-chamber. Mrs. Vernon was wheeled

from one room into the other on her sofa.

It was years since she had put her foot to

the ground, and she would never leave those

rooms, she knew, until carried out to the

churchyard below her windows. It had

been a long, wearying, hopeless illness, and

it had been an evil thing for the parish that

a woman who could have done so much

good in it had been laid aside at the very

outset of her career of active usefulness.

But it had been borne very bravely by her-

self—very patiently and tenderly by her

husband. It had not been without its uses,

to those two, at least, however the small

world of Summerly might have suffered

through it. Possibly Mr. Vernon, in the

early days of his marriage, had looked too

much upon his wife as a mere Curate—more
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as the helpmate in the parish than the sharer

of his home. It had been somewhat of a

manage de convenance on his part—very un-

selfish, certainly, as it was formed out of

sheer consideration to the needs of others,

and his own inefficiency to supply them. And

then there had come the terrible disappoint-

ment, when the zealous Sunday-school

teacher, the wise but liberal dispenser of

charities, the active manager of the clubs,

the tender, fearless visitor to the sick, had*

broken down, and was prostrate and helpless

the rest of her life, needing all the care and

sympathy herself that she had so readily

given to others. Then, and not till then,

the wife found her rightful place in her

husband's heart. She was loved for herself,

not for what she could do. Her very

weakness was her strongest claim upon him.

He who would have been content to have

been an old bachelor all his days, and had
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only married for the sake of his parish, took

up his burthen bravely, and gave to the weak,

ailing wife, whose life people said must be a

daily infliction to him, such love and tender-

ness as she would never have won from him

had health and strength been spared her.

It may be that Mrs. Vernon had a dim

idea of this—a consciousness, too, that, in

marrying the Rector of Summerly, she had

thought more of the sphere of usefulness

opening before her than of the man through

whom she was to enter it. She was a good

woman, and an unselfish one, but she had

not, any more than her husband, married

for love. Her time for love, she had then

thought, was past—his, he had fancied, was

never to come. Life could be lived well

enough without it; and now, in that sick

chamber, it had come to both as the one

great consoler for all that had been taken

away.
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Mrs. Vernon was by the largest window

of her room—the one overlooking the fair

Homeshire fields, now white with the hoar

frost. It was not that she disliked the look-

out on the churchyard—she often, when by

herself, spent hours there—but this was

Christmas-day, and so she had chosen to be

placed by the other, with its more varied

prospect. She was a small slight woman,

not far from sixty, but looking considerably

younger. The years which had passed over •

her in the changeless routine of those two

rooms had left fewer marks behind them,

for all their hours of pain and days of weak-

ness, than if they had been spent in the busy

world without. Her features were small

and delicate. If you looked closely you

might see that they bore the imprint of

suifering, but still there was at times a deli-

cate pink on the cheek, and a soft brightness

in the eyes ; while the fair hair, which was
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smoothly braided beneatli her little lace

cap, was only slightly streaked with grey.

On the whole, Mrs. Vernon deserved the

praise which Nelly Stanton had often given

her, of being the prettiest and pleasantest

old lady in Homeshire. She had a scarlet

flannel wrapper on, and her cap and collar

were of fine lace. Her hands—they were

very small and exquisitely shaped—sparkled

with rings on the thin fingers, and the tiny

feet were as daintily chausseed as if she

thought that, being of no other use but to

be looked at, they should at least be well

worth that. She was not a vain woman,

but she was a very loving one, and she

liked to make her room and herself as

bright and pleasant for her husband to look

upon as both could be made under the cir-

cumstances. She brightened up as Nelly

came forward with the flowers.

"Ah! you dear Christmas child! Do
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you know I quite expected my nosegay. It

is more beautiful than ever ! Now sit down

and tell me how the world without is going

on. The Rector has brought me no news

of late. I quite miss my little gossip. How

is Mr. Marsh getting on ? Have they decid-

ed on the costume for the sisterhood yet ?"

She was a good woman, but she had a

spice of mischief in her ; and though she

grieved with all her heart at the evil Mr.

Marsh's innovations had done, and were do-

ing, she could not help deriving some amuse-

ment from them—rather more amusement

than Nelly could, to whom Mr. Marsh had

been a great disappointment, and who had

not yet recovered the vexation she had ex-

perienced at Mrs. Orley's house. She had

been teazed a little about it by Mrs. Vernon,

and it was a sore subject with Nelly. There-

fore now she nestled down by Mrs. Vernon,

and taking hold of one of her small delicate

VOL. II, Q
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hands, said, with a little petulance, " Don't

name Mr. Marsh on such a day ! I hate

him, maman, and you know it. Christmas-

day isn't a day in which to indulge in hatred,

is it? Why can't you let me forget his

existence for once ? Ah ! dear, that man has

been the greatest disappointment in my life

!

I did think he would set me going in the

right way—give me something better to do

than reading novels, and taking care of Mrs.

Winthrop—and she wont be taken care of,

maman ; she has a fit of neuralgia now, be-

cause she would sit in the draught when I

told her it was not good for her—but how

could one take as a leader a man who's only

great in petticoats!—and who thinks his

first duty upon earth is to dress himself and

his sisterhood properly ! Martian^ I despise

him ! There ! It's very wicked to be in

such a state of mind on Christmas-day, but

you shouldn't have said anything about Mr.

Marsh to me."
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" Ah ! Nelly, I wish we could forget his

existence altogether. I am afraid things

were not as they should have been before

he came. You see, Mr. Vernon is not young,

and the work is getting too much for hhn."

It was not for Mr. Vernon's wife to ac-

knowledge the fact that, even in the days of

his youth, the Rector had never been equal

to his work. She was a very truthful woman

—a little insincerity might be pardoned her

in this instance. "But at least," she continued,
•

" we had something of peace and Christ-

ian charity amongst us. I am afraid, by all

I hear, we have little enough of them now."

" Ah ! maman^ if you could only be about

again, Mr. Marsh would make little head-

way—and I think papa would let me help

you, instead of leading the utterly useless

life I do
"

Then Nelly checked herself. She had

been selfish in her repinings, and had for-

q2



228 MEG.

gotten how painful such a reminder must

be to Mrs. Vernon ; but that lady passed her

hand gently over the girl's hair—she could

bear to be reminded of a fact that, with all

its sad significance, was never absent from

her thoughts.

"God knows best, my child," she said

sadly. " I was so eager, so hopeful, so zeal-

ous in His service, and he saw fit to lay me

b}^, as if to teach me he could do without my

aid. Year after year I have had nothing to

do but to wait for the last call, and bear, as

bravely as I might, the burthen laid upon

me. It has fitted itself to my shoulders at

last, Nelly, though it chafed them sorely

once ; I have learnt at length that we may

count them happy that endure. It is all the

happiness left for me, but it is greater in its

still peacefulness than you can realize as yet.

The day may come, my pet, when you may

do so ; but I hope you will attain the know-

ledge more easily than I have done."
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' " Mam.an^ you are a saint !" burst forth

Nelly. "If you belonged to Mr. Marsh's

sect, they would canonize you. But you

haven't the burthen of self-reproach to add

to your other troubles, and that is just what

I have. My life is so aimless—so useless

—

what earthly good am I in this world to any

one but myself? Oh ! that Mr. Marsh !—

I

think if he had been different, and you had

approved, papa would have let me see if I

could do nothing to fill your place a little

in the parish. But as it is, papa declares

that to work with him would do more harm

than good. I don't agree with all papa says

at times," added Nelly confidentially; " but

I think he is in the rii^ht as regards Mr.

Marsh. Only, meanwhile, here am I, the

idlest girl in all creation, wasting my energies

and rusting my life out, just for the want of

something better to do."

"The work will come to you in time,

Nelly, if you are ready to do it. Keep
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yourself girded and shod, my pet, in readi-

ness. And now I must send you away.

This is not one of my best days ; and I

must rest a little before Mr. Vernon comes.

I must make his Christmas as bright as I

can for him. Thank you once more for

the flowers. How they brighten the whole

room with their beauty, just as you so often

brighten my dull life. You are not so

wholly useless after all, you see, Nelly.

What should we old people here do with-

out you? To say nothing of Mrs. Win-

throp, with whom you reverse the usual

order of things so charmingly. Good-bye,

my pearl, keep yourself ready for your

work, and no fear but it will come to you

in time ; only remember that it rests not

with ourselves what that work shall be.

God has given me a very different task to

that I thought myself the fittest for. Time

will show what He mayhave in store for you."
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CHAPTER XL

LE DIABLE MALADE.

II /TR. GEORGE ENSDELL found time

^*-'- hang heavy on his hands that Christ-

mas. Life was always rather a leisurely

affair at the Oaks, but he had never found it

so dull before. Mr. Stanton was indisposed

the whole of the time—not sufficiently so

to keep his room, but quite enough to make

him a very unpleasant person out of it. He

was cross, pettish, and unreasonable. Every-

thing and everyone annoyed him. Mrs.

Winthrop, who did her little best for his

comfort, and was for ever wearying him to

have medical advice, was snubbed for her

pains with a want of politeness of which she
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could scarcely have believed him capable.

But she bore it very meekly—it was not in

her nature to resent a rudeness to herself;

nay, it was rather congenial to her to be

trampled on—how else could she have lived

three months the preceding winter at Sum-

merly Cottage ? She had her own ailments

too—the fit of neuralgia having developed

into a swelled face, which, when tied up

with a black silk handkerchief, gave her a

lugubrious appearance, that was intensely

distasteful to Mr. Ensdell's artistic taste.

Between his brother and himself there was

a coldness which, if it had not been for the

pre-occupation Mr. Stanton's indisposition,

and Mrs. Winthrop's face-ache, gave both

themselves and Nelly, could scarcely have

failed to be perceived by them all. Mr.

Ensdell had never had much fraternal feel-

ing for his brother. He pitied him with a

contemptuous insouciance^ as a poor devil
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who had failed to push his way in the world,

and had a knack of making a mess of every-

thing he undertook. Success, in Mr. Ens-

dell's eyes, was the one criterion of merit

;

and his brother had not achieved success.

Ergo^ he was not deserving of it. But that

an individual so every way inferior to him-

self—he upon whom from his birth Fortune

had delighted to shower good things—should

presume to lecture him upon a trifling dis-

regard of the proprieties, was an offence'

that, though he did not choose openly to re-

sent it, he could not bring himself easily to

forgive. He was not going to quarrel with

Arnold—it would not have been worth the

trouble
;
quarrels were in bad style, and un-

gentlemanly ; besides, after all, was there

really anything in the world worth quarrel-

ling about ? Not Margaret Blount, cer-

tainly, or his brother's impertinence respect-

ing her. But there was a perceptible stiff-
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ness and iciness in his manner towards

him ; and, occasionally, when only Mr.

Stanton was present—even Mrs. Win-

throp's presence would have prevented any-

thing of that kind—he levelled a few

sharp thrusts and sarcasms at the over-re-

fined code of morals which it behoved a

man who had the respectabilities to consider

to adopt as his own, and impress on his

neighbours. Mr. Ensdell's wit was not very

keen, nor his satire very pungent ; even had

they been, Arnold's equanimity would have

been little disturbed thereby. He had done

his duty—a very disagreeable one, and had

nothing but the consciousness that he had

done it to reward him for the effort. He

was used to failures, and the want of success

here was to be regretted more on account

of another than his own. If he could only

dismiss the poor, frail creature from his

mind, for whom he had pleaded so unsuc-
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cessfully, there would have been no draw-

back to the few days of happiness which he

had so long looked forward to at the Oaks.

Mr. Stanton's querulousness aifected him

much less than it did his brother. He had

never been high enough in that gentleman's

good graces to be favoured with the choice

anecdotes and highly-flavoured reminiscences

of his youth. There was not very much in

common between himself and his host ; he

had never found the amusement in his so-*

ciety which Mr. George Ensdell had hither-

to done. Mr. Stanton had reformed, settled

down, but he had not quite changed his

nature when he changed his name for that

of the uncle whose wealth he had inherited,

and the remembrances of his youth were

still pleasant to look back upon. He had

reformed without repentance—at least,

without further repentance than that he had

thrown away a great deal of money, and
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seriously impaired a very fine constitution.

Well, his uncle and his marriage, between

them, would repair the one, and country air

and regular living might do a great deal for

the other. So he had thought when he first

embarked on his new career, and hitherto,

though he had had to be very careful of

himself, it seemed as though, after all, he

might live to be as old a man as if his

youth and manhood had been spent as pure-

ly as a nun's within her convent walls.

Consequently, he had hitherto been very

well disposed not to be too severe upon the

short-comings of others ; and therefore Mr.

George Ensdell, though his love for art

—

such as it was—had hitherto preserved him

from any gross excesses, and the little

menage at Kentish Town Avas the first seri-

rous entanglement into wliich he had been

drawn, had still found his cousin's society

very much to his taste, and was bored un-
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utterably by it now. Mr. Stanton had a

remorseful fit, and was inclined to take a

very different view both of his own sins and

other people's from what he had ever done

before. He declared that he was breaking

fast, and he was only fifty-five—only fifty-

five, and with his constitution, if he had but

taken proper care of it, he might have lived

to be ninety. He improved upon the occa-

sion for Mr. Ensdell's benefit, holding up

his own case as a warning to him, which

was doubly annoying, as at no time had Mr.

Ensdell ever rivalled his cousin's antece-

dents. Mr. Ensdell was bored, and wished

himself at Elma Place ; but he had come

for ten days, and for ten days he must stay.

Nelly, too, was perverse. She would

neither tease nor be teased ; a change had

come over her. She was much quieter,

much gentler than she had ever been before.

She must be growing up, she was now
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nearly eighteen—a young lady, in fact,

tamed, and proper, and therefore not half

so amusing as she had been before she was

conscious of her dignities. Certainly Nelly

was changing. Other eyes saw it besides

Mr. Ensdell's, and to Arnold this change

brought a revealing of his own feelings,

which he was scarcely prepared for. Nelly

had been his little cousin till now— that ten

years' difference had involved so much—but

he was beginning to find that she was his

little cousin no longer. Something more

than a pet or a plaything—was her woman-

hood coming to her at last ? And was it

this womanhood that made her so infinitely

more loveable and precious in his eyes?

Then Arnold took himself to task in earnest.

If Nelly was not his cousin, she could be

nothing else to him. He was a poor and

unsuccessful man—no fit match for an heiress.

This holiday had been a very pleasant one,
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but the sooner it was over the better. Love

was not a luxury that, as an honourable

man, he could afford to indulge in for any

woman, still less for one so dowered as Nelly

Stanton. He was not in love yet—at least,

he persuaded himself so—but there was

safety in flight, and danger in remaining.

He would curtail his holiday, and leave the

next mornmg.

He had only been a week at the Oaks

when he came to this resolution, and he had

meant to give himself a fortnight, as Nelly

knew. Was he tired of her already ? Was

a week of her society sufficient for him?

She heard him speak of the work that re-

quired his presence, to her father, who lis-

tened with a careless weariness. He was so

engrossed in his own ailments, that he for-

bore to press Arnold to stay, as he would

else have done, as a matter of courtesy, and

Nelly could say nothing. Let him go ! If
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he did not care for her, he should never

know that she had cared for hhn. He

thought her a child and a girl still. She

would, at least, be a woman in her pride.

Then she left the room, and locking herself

in her own chamber, sat down and sobbed

out her grief He would know nothing of

her tears—she might surely shed them here

in peace. And then Nelly arose, bathed

her face, and smoothed her hair, and looked

anxiously in the glass, to see if she had ob-

literated all traces of her grief; and went

down, feeling very like a heroine, and deter-

mined to carry matters off as bravely as

need be.

Mr. George Ensdell, when he found his

brother going, took heart of grace, and

fancied that he, too, might beat a retreat.

But when he hinted as much to his host,

pleading letters received that morning as some

excuse, he was met by a querulous outcry.
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" What on earth do you want to run away

for, Ensdell ? Surely a few days quiet in

the country isn't more than you can stand.

Don't go the pace too fast, or you'll break

down, as I've done. Eheu ! I wish my

time were to come over again. I'd manage

matters so as not to be the wreck I am at

fifty-five. What's the use of running away

from the fresh air to hot rooms and crowded

theatres? Perhaps you've some other at-

tractions ? Don't look at Mrs. Winthrop

—

she's always deaf when she has the face-ache.

Why can't you stay here and make yourself

agreeable ? What on earth am I to do for

any one to talk to when you're gone ?"

Then, as Arnold appeared immersed in

the Times, Mr. Stanton, accepting the fact of

Mrs. Winthrop's deafness, went on with his

self-bemoanings, drawing therefrom sundry

moralizings for his cousin's benefit. It was

to be hoped Mrs. Winthrop was deaf, and Ar-

VOL. II. R
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nold too absorbed in his paper to hear any-

thing—they would scarcely have been edi-

fied by Mr. Stanton's monologue. Nelly's

entrance after a while put an end to it,

greatly to Mr. Ensdell's relief. She, at any

rate, was not deaf, and unless she were, Mr.

Stanton naust find some other subject to

discuss before his daughter.

The evening passed heavily. Nelly did

her best ; but she had her own troubles,

her chaperon hers, though they were of a

very different order,—still putting the senti-

ment of the matter out of the question, the

face-ache may be as serious a matter to a

middle-aged lady as the heart-ache to a young

one. Mrs.Winthrop sat on one side of the

fire, and Mr. Stanton on the other. Now and

then he lectured Mr. Ensdell upon the folly

of rushing back too soon to London, and the

advisabihty of taking good care of himself,

while yet in the possession of health and
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strengtli. Of course there was a wise reticence

about these lectures, for not only was Nelly

present, but Arnold had ceased reading,

and before him Mr. Stanton, without know-

ing it, was almost as instinctively reserved as

before his own daughter. But Mr. Ensdell

understood the meaning of the lectures, and

knew that his cousin was suffering twinges

elsewhere than in his conscience, and that

the lectures were the outpourings of a very

uncomfortable state of body, which natur-*

ally disposed the mind to take an unfavour-

able view of most matters, and to have a

little peevish satisfaction in imparting some

of its own discomfort to another.

On the whole, Mr. Ensdell wasunutterably

bored, and resolved to hasten back to town

to-morrow, even at the risk of offending his

cousin. As to Arnold, he was making full

use of his time and opportunities. It would

be the last evening for many a day that he

r2
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should spend under the same roof with his

Httle cousin, and, whether wisely or not, he

would make the best of it. Happiness had

been a rare thing to him, and if he judged

himself rightly, a great sorrow was before

him. But still the joy of watching Nelly

Stanton was his for the present. They were

breathing the same air, sitting by the same

hearth, to-night. To-morrow he should be

back in his cheerless chambers ; not only

with the world without, but the traitor with-

in. Wisely or not he would give himself up

to the enjoyment of the hour—let him

suffer hereafter for his weakness as he

might.
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CHAPTER XII.

SPECTRES FROM THE PAST.
s

II TR. STANTON went to bed early, to

^^^ the great relief of Mr. George Ens-

dell. Mrs. Winthrop looked anxiously after

him as he went,—she would have liked to

have gone too ; but how could she leave

Nelly alone with her cousins ? She looked

pleadingly and helplessly at her charge, who

for the last half hour had been singing one

song after another to Arnold Ensdell.

Nelly saw the look, and was ready enough

to respond to it. Her notes had run clear

and full, but the sobs had been welling up

in her throat the while.

She left the piano.
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"Mrs. Winthrop, you're tired—so am I

—come to bed at once, and Ridge shall

foment your face, and I'll see you all warm

and snug for tlie night. You'll be quite well

to-morrow, and I'll send you up your break-

fast in bed. Good night, Arnold. Shall I

tell Sanders you'd like your coifee early ?

Perhaps you'd wish to leave before any of

us are down, so I'll say good-bye to you

now?"

She was perversely cruel—needlessly so

both to herself and him ; but Arnold could

not bring himself to say good-bye that night.

The morrow would come all too soon, so

he told her he would reserve his adieux to

the next day, and wait for the twelve o'clock

train.

Then Nelly led off Mrs. Winthrop, and

saw that her face was duly fomented by

Ridge, her fire made up for the night, and

her lamp duly trimmed. Then she went to
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her own room, and dismissed Ridge, telling

her she must be tired, and she would brush

her hair herself. When Ridge had gone,

she sat down by the fire, with her feet on

the fender, and looked as earnestly as if she

could trace out some likeness to Arnold

Ensdell in the embers.

^' Going to-morrow," she sighed ;
'' oh !

dear, he's tired of us all soon enough ! I

suppose there's nothing in this place to make

up to him for his life in London, and the*

people he meets there. I wonder—I do

w^onder whether Cousin Arnold ever thought

of such a thing as falling in love, and what

would the woman be like that he did love.

Dreadfully clever, and frightfully sensible,

and—and—very unlike me !" She bit her

red lips as she pictured Arnold Ensdell woo-

ing some one the very opposite of herself

—

tall and stately, and self-possessed ; a queen

among women, and good and gracious too
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"svitli all her sense and cleverness. It was

not a pleasant thought ; but Nelly liked the

self-torture that it broudit—liked it so well

that she sat by the fire for at least half an

hour indulging in it, and at last took it to

bed with her to brood over, till she had

fairly cried herself to sleep.

Mr. Stanton kept a late watch too that

night. He dismissed his man, as Nelly had

done her maid, and, like her, too, sat by

the fire and looked at the burning coals.

They gave him very different food for

thought, however, from what they had fur-

nished Nelly ; or, it might be, the remin-

iscences m Avhich he had mdulged that

day occurred to hhn more vividly than ever

now, in the still quiet. His meditations were

not pleasant ones. It was not often con-

science disturbed him—indeed, for many

years he had almost forgotten there was

anything so troublesome in the world. Was
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it conscience now, or was it dyspepsia that

was bringing before him faces and figures

long lost sight of, and which should have

passed out of his memory, as they had long

since passed out of his life? Was it con-

science that now bade him remember more

daughters than one had been born to him,

and ask what had become of the other

whom he had sent from him an infant in

its mother's arms ? Had it died ?—had it

lived?—he should never know now. If

living, it would be a woman by this time

;

and, if like the mother, a handsome one

!

Then he rose, and went to an old-fashioned

India cabinet, and, unlocking it, opened a

drawer, and took out a picture which he

had not looked at for more than nineteen

years—which had been buried in that

drawer along with other mementoes of the

past, and which would have been burned

long ago, had it not escaped his memory.
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It was the portrait of a woman about seven-

and-twenty—a fair, round face, with a red

and white complexion, and soft, brown hair

—

a face rich in a certain style of unintellectual

prettiness, but devoid of all expression

—

an unmeaning simper round the mouth, and

a self-contented complacency in the blue eyes.

Not the face of a lady—though the little

you could see of the dress was rich and well

chosen—you felt sure of that. Sure, too,

that you were looking on an uneducated, un-

refined woman—weak, foolish, credulous,

easily deceived, and incapable of any lasting

feeling. Mr. Stanton looked at it for some

minutes, not regretfully or remorsefully, but

with a kind of speculative curiosity, as if he

were wondering what had become of the

original all these years. Still, he did not

feel quite comfortable as he looked—the

woman had been but a vulgar one
;

yet she

might have some grounds for saying he had
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deceived and wronged her. Two hundred

pounds, after all, might not be quite a fair

set-off against her claims. And there was

the child—what possessed him to think of

that baby now ? It was, most likely, dead

—it was to be hoped so. What was wrong

with Mr. Stanton, that he felt some uneasy

qualms, as the recollection of the lost spirits

that haunt London streets came across him?

Was it possible that this child—who, after

all, whether he had duly wedded its mother'

or not, was his child, could be one of these?

It was not a pleasant thought; and then

there came another more unpleasant ^ill.

He must be worse than he thought for—he

would send for medical advice to-morrow

;

he never had been troubled with such fancies

before, but this one was troublesome, and

would make itself heard—would whisper to

him that it was just possible some lost and

nameless wretch, whose life was one long
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shame, whose existence was a curse to her-

self and all with whom she came in contact,

might be not only his child, but Eleanor Stan-

ton's sister. Perhaps with the same face,

but brazoned with sin—with the same beau-

ty, but stigmatised as a pariah's ? Not eigh-

teen months the senior of his heiress, but

possibly so worn already with the burthen

of her life, that she might be even then

looking at the dark still waters as they

flowed beneath some bridge, and asking her-

self whether it would not be best to take

one leap, and so end all

!

Mr. Stanton did not like such thoughts.

He made up his mind more firmly than ever

that Dr. Hartree should be sent for the

next morning ; and then he walked to the

fire, stirred it into fresh life, and dropped

the miniature he held into the very centre

of the blaze. He watched it crackle and

shrivel, and patted the coals down on it;
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and when lie had made sure that it was so far

consumed that nothing but a black shapeless

mass remained, he commenced his prepara-

tions for the night, and retired to such rest

as those troublesome thoughts of his would

let him have.

And the next morning Dr. Hartree was

sent for, though not by Mr. Stanton ; and

there was a stir in all Summerly, from the

brickmakers' cottages at the extreme end

near Milford, to the higher and more aristO;

cratic regions of the Common. The master

of the Oaks had been found in his bed, help-

less, speechless, motionless—a paralytic.
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CHAPTER XIIL

GROPING TOWARDS THE LIGHT.

II /TEG had spent her Christmas very plea-

^^-^ santly, on the whole. She got

through the book of travels ; read Macau-

lay's Lays so often, that, as she had expected,

she soon knew them nearly all by heart; and

decorated her rooms with holly and laurel

in a manner that won Mr. Ensdell's praise

when he returned. Also, she began to ac-

quire a new accomplishment. The under-

servant Mr. Ensdell had engaged was a

country girl, from Buckinghamshire, and

she passed her time, when work was over,

making lace at a pillow she had brought up

with her. Meg found her at this employ-
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ment, and the work seemed so easy, the re-

sult so charming, that she asked the girl to

teach it to her. She had deft fingers, and a

capacity for learning, and the mechanical

nature of the employment, when she had

once mastered its mysteries, recommended

itself to her. She could think so much bet-

ter while at work than when sitting idle,

and it was so pleasant to think over what

she had read when she had laid the book

down. Meg's mind had plenty to do just

now. It was always at work, grappling

with some new difficulty, trying to find a

path out of some fresh maze of thought

—

restless, questioning the why and wherefore

of everything around, at every fresh step

seeming only to find fresh wonders to un-

ravel. This finger-work acted as a slight sedg--

tive ; she had had so little for her hands to

do before, and the general management of

the little household resting entirely upon
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the elderly servant whom Mr. Ensdell had

engaged as cook and housekeeper, she was

glad of some change from her reading. She

wove her patterns, and crooned Macaulay

over them, or murmured Tennyson, as the

dainty lace grew beneath her fingers. It

was ladies' work, too, she thought ; there

was something dainty and pretty about it

that pleased her fancy. It was altogether

nicer than patchwork, and she would ask

Mr. Ensdell to buy her a pillow as soon as

he returned home.

She watched for the children next door,

but it was some days before she succeeded

in waylaying the baby. Mary Norton had

left Elma Place, and gone on a visit to the

country, or Meg must have seen her, she

kept watch so persistently at the window.

At last, the day before she expected Mr.

Ensdell's return, she saw the servant com-

ing out carrying the baby, and followed by
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the other two little ones. They were all

going to their grandmamma's, half a mile

off, and Mrs. Needham herself was prepar-

ing to follow. She had only just stopped

to give a few parting directions to the char-

woman left in charge of the house. But

Meg was not to know this, and as the ser-

vant passed by her own door, out she ran,

with her dainty silk apron holding the toys

for the elder children, and a large showy

rattle in her hand for the baby.

" Nurse, let me take the little one, and

give it this. May I kiss it?—only once?

Look, it likes its rattle ! Oh ! you darling !

—how it laughs ! Little ones, I have some-

thing for you too. See here, this doll and

this horse ! Oh ! nurse, do let me take the

baby for a minute !"

Mrs. Needham's Ann felt puzzled. What

was she to say to this richly-dressed, hand-

some young lady, who stood pleading there

VOL. II. s
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with eager eyes and lips, and outstretched

arms, to be allowed to hold the child. She

was a good-for-nothing, as all the street said,

but what a love of a dress she had on, and

how beautifully her hair was done ! It was

very hard to say such a lady no, and what

harm would it do the daby after all, if she

did kiss it ? The little one settled the mat-

ter. It stretched out its hands, and cooed,

and Meg caught it triumphantly from the

servant, and rained kisses on its soft, velvety

cheeks and mouth. Kisses and tears too !

—as she thought how cold and still had

been the last baby's face that she had kissed

in its little coffin.

Mrs. Needham did not see the tears, as

Meg was bending down over the little one

;

but her whole soul rose within her, as, on

leaving the house, the first thing that met her

eyes was her baby receiving the pollution of

such kisses. For a moment she stood aghast.
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looking at Ann with glances that would

have reminded that unhappy damsel of the

fabled Gorgon, if she had ever heard of such

a being. A month's warning was written in

those looks. Ann saw and trembled ; but,

instead of trying to take back the baby, stood

helpless and open-mouthed, looking, as Mrs.

Needham afterwards told Mary, " a bigger

fool than ever." Mrs. Needham had many

virtues, but patience was not pre-eminent

among them. She could not stand there
'

and see " that creature " kissing her baby,

and wait unmoved till she chose to resign it.

She stepped quietly up to Meg, and with-

out a word took the child from her. With-

out a word, but not without a look—a look

that made Meg ask herself, in puzzled won-

derment, what had she done to deserve such

a glance.

She shrank back, cowering beneath the

scorn and anger that flashed from Mrs.

s 2



260 MEG.

Needham's eyes. Tliat lady, having secured

her baby, returned to her own house, bid-

ding Ann follow her, and bring the children,

when that luckless girl was subjected to a

rigorous cross-examination as to the encour-

agement she must have given " the thing,

before she would have presumed to take

such a liberty." Ann had nothing to say in

her own excuse, more than that " she

couldn't help it—it was no fault of hers, if

the lady would come and take the child

from her." An excuse which her mistress

told her " was worse than none at all,—only

serving to show she was no more fit to be

trusted than a baby."

Then the children showed their toys,

which were instantly confiscated, along with

the baby's rattle, and sent back to No.

20 by the charwoman, who was strictly

ordered to give them to the servant when

she opened the door, without saying a word.
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Then tlie cMdren roared, the baby scream-

ed, and Ann cried 5 but Mrs. Needham was

firm. As a rule, she spoiled her children

systematically, but this was an exceptional

case. She comforted the baby, after the

fashion in which babies best love to be com-

forted, gave the children some cake, and

scolded Ann—by which means she succeeded

in restoring tranquillity in about ten minutes,

when she again set forth, with Ann once

more carrying the baby, and the children

tightly held one in each hand. She passed

No. 20, with head erect, feeling that she

had vindicated virtue, and done her best to

shame a sinner. If she could but have

known something of that sinner's training,

of the darkness all around, out of which,

for the first time, she was trying to grope her

way to the light, perhaps she might have

thought virtue stood less in need of vindica-

tion, and have suffered her righteousness to
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take a milder and less aggressive form.

Meg had gone back into No. 20 when

Mrs. Needham had taken the baby with her.

She shut the door, and sat down with a

stupefied feeling that something was wrong,

but where or what she could not tell. If

she had been still in her old rags, she would

have been less puzzled—Mrs. Needham

might not choose a beggar-girl to kiss her

child. But she had one of her very prettiest

dresses on, looked as much a lady—well,

perhaps more so—as did Mrs. Needham her-

self What had she done that she should

meet with such a look as that ? Did Mrs.

Needham value her baby so that she grudged

every one a kiss of its soft, sweet face ? It

was very cruel if she did ; but then she did

not know Meg's loss, or she would surely

—

surely have let her comfort herself by caress-

ing the little creature. And Mrs. Needham

did not look an unkind woman either. Meg
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had often seen her going to and fro, and

thought what a pleasant, happy face she had.

Why should she be so hard to her? It

seemed such needless, senseless cruelty !

It seemed more needless and senseless

still, when, presently, Bates, the cook

—

Susan having gone out on an errand—en-

tered, bearing the rattle and the other toys

with which Meg had presented the children.

The charwoman had exceeded Mrs. Need-

ham's instructions, and given a message of

her own. Why should not she be virtuous

as well as her employer? And what was

the fine, dressed-up madam, that she should

not hear a bit of truth at times ? And Bates

was in no wise loth to give the message.

She had a good place, and plenty of perqui-

sites ; neither, on the whole, was she un-

kindly disposed to her young mistress ; but,

still, why should she not be virtuous too ?

It was the first time she ever had served a
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" lady" in Meg's situation, and she was dis-

posed to exalt herself on account of the re-

spectability of her former employers, and

the unimpeachable character of her other

mistresses. Mrs. Bates was cross-eyed, and

forty-five, and no man in all her life had

ever once laid siege to either heart or hand;

but she felt herself placed, as it were, on a

very pinnacle of self-denying righteousness

when she put the toys down on the table,

and looking Meg in the face, said,

" Mrs. Needham's sent 'em from next

door, and she says she thinks it was the

greatest piece of imperence she ever heard of

your giving them to her children
!"

Bates would not have dared this had

Mr. Ensdell been at home, but she knew

that he was away, and had not written to

Meg during his absence. In truth, letter-

writing bored him, and if he wrote to Meg

she would write back again, and there was
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no knowing what a letter from her would be

like. It would spoil all his memories of her

beautiful face and dainty, graceful ways, to

see a blotted scrawl, ill-spelt and ill-ex-

pressed ; do away with some of the glamour

she had thrown around him ; and Mr. Ens-

dell did not care to be disillusionne as yet.

Besides, what should he tell her if he did

write ?—what had she to do with his life at

the Oaks, or the people who were there ?

So he kept a silence which never troubled

Meg, but from which Mrs. Bates drew her

own conclusions ; and the result was the re-

petition of the charwoman's insolence. But

she was not prepared for its effect on Meg.

She sprang up and flung the toys into the fire,

crying, "How dare she say so!—and how

dare you tell me that she did !" Then, the

storm subsiding as quickly as it rose, she

buried her face in her hands, and burst into

a passionate fit of tears, which alarmed Mrs.
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Bates more than her short-lived anger had

done.

" It was cruel—cruel—cruel !" she sobbed.

" Why should she do it ? What harm did

the toys do the children, or why should it

hurt the baby if I kissed it ? And it is so

like—it is so like the little one I lost. Oh

!

if she only knew how I felt when I took it

in my arms, she would not have been so

hard. Do you think she would, Bates?"

she added, turning now for sympathy to

the grim-faced maiden near her; " but she

couldn't tell—how should she ? Bates, did

you ever have a baby?"

" Lord forbid, miss !—ma'am, I mean,"

said that virtuous spinster, looking aghast at

the idea. " I've always kept myself respect-

able, and never had a word against my cha-

racter, either from the ladies I've lived with,

or in any other way. But ladies is particler,

of course, about such things, and though
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Mrs. Needham needn't have been quite so

mucli put out, still, I don't see that there's

much to be wondered at. I wouldn't take

no notice of none of the children about

here, if I was you, miss—keep yourself to

yourself. It's by far the best way, and

saves a deal of awkwardness."

Then Mrs. Bates left the room, and Meg

remained alone to brood over the meaning

of her words, and of Mrs. Needham's

harshness. Some dim glimmering of the

truth tried to force its way into her mind,

but she had been so used, from the time she

could know anything of such matters, to

look upon a state of things like that sub-

sisting between herself and Mr. Ensdell as a

matter of course, that it was difficult for her

to realize the fact that it was her connection

with him that had brought such a rebuff

upon her from Mrs. Needham. No one had

ever thought she did wrong by living with
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Joe, tlioiigli they had never been to church

together ; and now Joe was dead, where

was the harm in sharing Mr. Ensdell's

home ? If wrong there were, why had he

led her into it ? But there was none—he

was good and kind ; she did not care for

him as she had cared for Joe, but she was

very grateful to him, and she could not think

that he would abuse his better knowledge

by acting unjustly to her. Mrs. Needham

must be a bad-tempered woman, and jeal-

ous of her children's love—did not choose,

perhaps, that strangers should try to bribe

any of it for themselves. But still—still,

why did she look like that ? Meg almost

shuddered as she recalled the scorn that

had flashed upon her from that quiet little

woman's eyes.

The next day brought, not Mr. Ensdell,

but a letter from him. Mrs. Bates made

her own comments upon his protracted ab-
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sence, but did not venture to utter tliem to

Meg, who, however, was perfectly satisfied

with the information in the letter, that he

should be away from home longer than he

had intended, on account of the dangerous

illness of the friend at whose house he was

staying. Meg was sorry for the trouble she

supposed he must be in, but did not feel

disposed to regret his absence on her own

account. A fresh parcel of books from

Mudie's came that day, and Meg was soon
^

absorbed in their contents—so absorbed,

that even Mrs. Needham's scorn, and the

doubts that had begun to trouble her mind,

were forgotten for a time. Mr. Ensdell had

desired her not to write back—there was no

occasion, and he would be home as soon as

possible. Meg did not feel disposed to dis-

obey him ; she only hoped the holly with

which she had decked the house would not

lose its freshness before his return. She had
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taken a great deal of trouble with it, and

liked him just well enough to value his

praise a little.

It was another week before Mr. Ensdell

was back in Elma Place. By that time Mr.

Stanton was pronounced out of immediate

danger, and Mr. Ensdell considered himself

justified in leaving him. His brother had

been obliged to return to town some days

before ; but Mr. Ensdell, who had no ac-

knowledged claims upon his time, felt it in-

cumbent on him to prolong his stay at the

Oaks. He was very glad, however, when

the physician's fiat was so far favourable

that he could Avithdraw without appearing

wanting in kinsmanly feeling. The sick

house was a very dreary one. The meals

were at all hours ; and the servants appeared

so hopelessly bewildered as hardly to know

their work. Nelly was all day in her father's

room, and would have been all night too,



GROPING TOWARDS THE LIGHT. 271

if Dr. Hartree and Mr. Vernon had not

peremptorily forbidden it. Mrs. Winthrop

was much too miserable to be of the

slightest use to herself or anybody else.

Her face was swelled more than ever—she

declared it w^as the shock on the nerves

which poor Mr. Stanton's illness had given

her ; and she sat all day long by the fire,

with Blair's Sermons open before her, the

black silk handkerchief round her head, and

a white one, with a deep border, applied

alternately to either eye. Mrs. Winthrop

was one of those worthy people who take

up a great book every winter for serious

reading; the one she had selected this

winter was " Gibbon's Decline and Fall
;"

but she had put that aside now, as unsuit-

able to the melancholy circumstances, and

taken to Blair's Sermons instead. It was

altogether very uncomfortable for Mr. Ens-

dell, and he was intensely grateful for his
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release when the carriage at last whirled him

away from the Oaks towards the railway sta-

tion. He determined to take Meg to the play

the next night. It would do her good, and

him too. They should both be the better

for a little change after the tedium of their

separation. If Meg had felt it half as much

as he had, she would be glad enough to see

him again.

But Meg bore his arrival as calmly as she

had his departure. Mr. Ensdell was almost

angry with her. Did the girl care for no-

thing but her books ? He found, however,

that she did, when, with the tears welling

up into her eyes, she told him of her w^ay-

laying the baby, and Mrs. Needham's cruelty.

" She might have let me kiss it," said

Meg ;
" what harm should I do it ?—and it

is such a pretty little pet—I could have loved

it so much if she would only have let me !"

Mr. Ensdell spoke more crossly to Meg
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than he had ever yet done. He was an-

noyed that she should have brought such a

rebuif upon herself—she deserved it, he told

her—what did she mean by thrusting herself

upon people in that manner ? What busi-

ness had she to meddle with the baby ?

—

and what on earth was there in any baby

that she should expose herself to any un-

pleasantness for it ? He eased his irate

feelings a little by calling Mrs. Needham a

fool ; but, on the whole, his sympathies were .

with her. After all, what had she done

but what any woman in her position might

be expected to do to one in Meg's ?

He did not say as much as this to Meg,

however, but she felt instinctively that he

was far more inclined to blame her than Mrs.

Needham. And why should he blame her ?

—what harm had she done ? Was he un-

just and cruel too ?—or was Mrs.. Needham

right in snatching her child from her ?—and

VOL. II. T
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if so, what was it that made her unfit to

touch the little creature?

She was troubled and unhappy all the

next day ; but in the evening, Mr. Ensdell,

who had been to Courtmain Street, came

home with a box-ticket for the Haymarket

;

and Meg forgot her uneasy thoughts, and

went with him, and lost herself as thoroughly

in the fictitious world before her for a time,

as if she had never pressed her last kiss upon

her own baby, or been grudged the caresses

she would have lavished on another's.

But these thoughts and doubts came again

and again to trouble her in the dull winter

days when Mr. Ensdell was away, and she

had nothing but her books and her lace pil-

low for company. She was beginning to

find more in these books than Mr. Ensdell

would at all have cared that she should

leani. His tastes were too refined, even in

kis sins, for him to seek to corrupt or de-
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grade her mind by allowing her access to

any literature that was not at least as pure

in its tone as the ordinary run of circulating

library volumes. And as his wish had beeii

to elevate Meg, and bring her as near as

possible to an intellectual equality with him-

self, the books he had selected had mostly

been of a far higher tone than these. It

never occurred to him that their effect might

be very different to what he had intended

—that if he raised Meg to his own standard

in some points, she might rise far above it

in others ; and.that in giving her the apples

from the tree of knowledge, he was open-

ing her eyes to distinguish between good

and evil.

He had been wilfully blind himself to

such distinction. He had eaten his apple,

and closed his eyes whenever it suited him

to do so
;
judged the girl, who had lived

in her enforced heathendom, as he did him-

T 2
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self in his practical paganism. He had given

her some knowledge of history and gram-

mar—had supplied her with a ^' Mangnall's

Questions," and a dictionary ; read selections

from the poets and the novelists, and let

her read them to him ; but there was one

Book he had certainly never thought of put-

ting in her way. There were splendid pas-

sages in it, he was aware—he had thought,

by way of a lesson in elocution, of taking

her to hear a certain fashionable preacher

read them—but still, after all, what had he

to do with this hackneyed volume, and what

was the use of giving it to Meg ? But with

some truisms enunciated in its pages he

considered, as a matter of course, she must

be acquainted ; and if she did as he was do-

ing—disregard them utterly, it was not much

to be wondered at. He had been to Swamp

Town, but of the life Meg had led there,

the moral atmosphere she had breathed
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from a child, he could form no conception.

Of course, conventionally speaking, both

Meg and he were sinners—only there was

just this difference between them, that one

was sinning with his eyes wide open, the

other had been blind from her birth.

When hers did open, it was just a question

whether they would take the same view of

things that Mr. Ensdell found it so pleasant

to do.
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CHAPTER XIV.

AWAKE AT LAST.

" T caught her, Mary, with the baby in

-^ her arms—kissing it as if it was her

own ! Did you ever hear such impudence

!

—and that great gaby, Ann, standing by and

letting her ! That girl has no more brains

than an idiot—and as to Robert, he's enough

to try a saint ! Actually asked me if I was

afraid of her giving the child the measles !

But there's no fool like a man when a pretty

face is in the way !"

" Poor girl !" said Mary ;
" and she is so

young, Jane
!"
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" You're as great a goose as Robert

!

Fancy pitying a girl like that—the shame-

less, good-for-nothing creature! But just

bear in mind what I tell you, Mary. It's

all very well to say ' poor creature !' but I

won't have you putting your pity into prac-

tice. You'll look another way if you meet

her ; and if she should be brazen enough to

speak—I don't suppose she will, but if she

should, be sure you don't answer. I declare

I shouldn't like it known that she'd even

handled baby; but it will be ten times

worse, remember, Mary, if she were once

seen to speak to you. I wish you'd never

painted her portrait—I'd burn it, I know, if

I'd my own way. It's a disgrace to the

house to have such a thing in it
!"

ButMarywould not have the portrait burn-

ed, though she looked more sadly than ever

at the beautiful face that hung in her room,

and at the original, whenever she could
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catch a furtive glance at her behind the

blinds. But some weeks passed before she

came in contact with Meg, and had an op-

portunity of giving her sister a proof of her

obedience.

It was now the early spring, and the days

were rapidly lengthening. Mr. Ensdell had

been from home for a week at the Oaks, and

Meg, who had been expecting him to return

sooner, had waited day after day indoors, in

the anticipation of going out with him. She

was weary of the confinement, and there-

fore, after an early tea, put on her bonnet,

and went out for a stroll towards the Park.

She had no cut flowers in the house, and as

she passed a fruiterer's on her return, she

invested a shilling in the purchase of some

which attracted her notice in the window.

Then she walked on, thinking how she could

best arrange them in the vases, and won-

dering whether Mr. Ensdell would be home
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before they faded (he always praised her

taste in that way), when, within a few yards

of her own home, she met Mary Norton.

She had not seen her since her return home

a month ago, Mary being very busy with

another red-breast, and only going out when

it was too dark to paint. The scent of

the flowers attracted Mary, who was tak-

ing her nephew Harry, a small boy in knick-

erbockers, to see his grandmamma; and

before she had observed who was their

bearer, she exclaimed, "Mignonette already,*

Harry
!"

Meg remembered Mary's passion for

flowers—^how she had heard her declaim in

the studio upon the beauty of the roses in

Covent Garden, and bemoan her own slender

purse, which prevented her purchasing them.

Meg had no roses here ; but her flowers

were very beautiful, and she had a very

kindly recollection of the young lady to
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whom she had sat as a model, and therefore

she obeyed her first impulse, and offered

them with— " Do '^take them. Miss Norton.

I shall be pleased if you will. They're quite

fresh, and I can easily get more to-mor-

row."

The lamps had just been lit, and the two

girls and Master Harry stood so near one,

that its full light fell on their faces. Mary

started back as Meg offered her the flowers,

and waved them from her, not angrily or

disdainfully, but with a gesture and a look

full of pitying sorrow. Meg might be very

wicked, and her sister quite right in saying

she ought not to have anything to do with

her, but still it seemed so hard upon her to

have her kindness rejected. Why—why

had she so sinned that to accept kind-

ness from her was impossible? She drew

Harry's hand in hers, and went on, leaving
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Meg looking after her with vague distress

and wonder.

She went home, and flung the flowers on

the ground. Let them lie there, since they

had only brought this fresh rebuff upon her.

What had she done ?—what had she done,

that all alike should shun and spurn her so?

But the answer to this question came more

readily than to the one she had asked her-

self not four months since, when Mrs. Need-

ham had snatched her baby from her. She

sat late and long that night solving the'

mystery for herself. She had not been idle

all this long winter, and at last was begin-

ning to realize to some extent the true na-

ture of her position. Mary Norton's rejec-

tion of her flowers, but, above all, the sad

pity of the look which accompanied the re-

jection, made things all the clearer. When

she had been poor and in rags, that girl had
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talked kindly to her—nay, had offered her

her own cup to drink from. Now she was

richly dressed, with money in her purse,

and a home full of all the pleasant and

pretty things money alone could buy, she

was repulsed—not with such scorn as

Mrs. Needham had evinced, but with a pity

that was even harder to endure. Was it

so ?

—

was it so, that she, Meg, was not fit

for good, pure women to touch or speak to?

Was she so sunk that they would not let

their children be caressed by her, nor take

a flower from her hand ? Like the iron in

her soul, crushing, numbing, paralyzing it,

came the answer that she was. She had

sinned against her womanhood, and these

women would none of her. And those

other women, of whom she had read, in

whose goodness she had gloried, in whose

bravery and self-sacrifice she had exulted,

whom she felt that she could have loved
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with a love that was almost worship, had

she known them—how would they have re-

garded her ? She looked back on the past,

and she shuddered as she did so—on the

days when coarse words and oaths were fa-

miliar to her—on all the evil and the sin

which she had been so inured to, so steeped

in, as it seemed now, that nothing would

ever purify her from the stains she had con-

tracted. It was so—she was a vile, wretch-

ed creature, whom good women, however ,

kindly and gentle, could but look upon with

loathing. She was polluted, double-dyed

in shame, and they shrank from her with

horror. She had sinned in ignorance, it

was true, but not the less was she lost and

fallen. There was no rehabilitation for her

—nothing—nothing could make her pure

again. Pure ! had she ever been so with

such a childhood as hers ? Could she re-

member a time when hers had been the in-
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nocence of whicli she had read as the

crowning grace of gh'lhood ? It was all

black—the whole past seemed one dreary-

slough of mu^e and filth, which had soiled

her for evermore. There was no washing

it away—she might repent—she might leave

Mr. Ensdell ; but would that make her like

Mary Norton, or fit to touch the hand of

that bright, happy girl who had praised her

beauty as Rebecca ? The shame and humili-

ation seemed more than she could bear.

"Why was she called upon to feel it—why

—

why—^had she been suffered to go wrong,

so utterly and irremediably ?

She wrung her hands as she paced up

and down the little drawing-room. There was

no outlet—no hope for the future—let her

do what she would, nothing could obliterate

the past. Yes, death might—it might ob-

literate, but not repair—there was no repar-

ation possible for the wrong that, in her ig-
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norance, she had done herself. Ah ! if death

would but come, and still the strong, young

life within her,—if she could but lie down

and rest, and forget, and be forgotten.

Death to Meg was simply a dreamless sleep,

—it was the womanhood alone that had

woke within her, the outraged, desecrated

womanhood, that was now resenting the

wrongs and degradation which it had suf-

fered. She was a Pagan still—she had no

thought, no repentance for any sin, but the

one against herself, the sin which all her life

could never either efface or atone.

She had awoke at last, but the waking

was imperfect. Perhaps for her, as for many

others in this world, it might never be full

and true.

She never went to bed that night ; but

when exhausted by her vigil, sank down by

the side of one of the couches, burying her

head in its pillows, and moaned herself to
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sleep. Her long hair had escaped, and fell

down on either side to the ground. An artist

would instinctively have thought of a Mag-

dalene as he looked at her ; but Meg had

never heard of Magdalene, and very little of

Him at whose feet she had Avept and wor-

shipped. She slept on till, with the morn-

ing light, the housemaid came with brush

and duster into the room.

Meg stepped past her without a word,

and went to her own chamber. She bathed

her face in cold water, and sat down me-

chanically before the toilet-table to brush out

her hair. All the while she was thinking

—

thinking—thinking—what it best behoved

her to do. She would not stay with Mr.

Ensdell—he had been false, and cruel, and

wicked—he at least must have known into

what he was leading her. But she did not

blame him very much—she had gone wrong

before she had known him—no doubt he
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guessed as mucli, and therefore, so far

he was the less to blame. But she would

leave him; the life she was leading was

a shame no longer to be endured; but

she must have bread to eat if she went on

living, and how was that bread to be earn-

ed ? She could not return to the streets

and sell flowers—she shuddered as she

thought of all she had passed through in

those days ; but she had still the same face

which Mary Norton had been so pleased to.

paint, and the same wealth of hair in whose

luxuriance Mr. Ensdell had so delighted.

Would not artists pay her for sitting to

them? Surely she might earn enough to

pay for a crust and a roof. She smiled bit-

terly as she looked around on her luxurious

bedroom and her rich dress. She should

have to do without such dainty trappings

now ; but at least, If she could not forget

the past, the present should not add to her

VOL. II. u
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self-scorn. Would Mrs. Mayne help her ?

Or would she spurn her as too vile to be

aided, if she knew all ? There was no know-

ing ; she was a hard woman, who seemed

to think more of art than of anything. Per-

haps for the sake of art she might condone

Meg's turpitude. She had given her em-

ployment before, without questioning her

as to her past life—she might do so now.

At any rate, she would go to Courtmain

Street that very day and try.
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CHAPTER XV.

ONCE MORE AT COURTMAIN STREET.

II /TR. ENSDELL had been very busy for

^^-^ the last few days at the Oaks, having

found some employment of a character

highly congenial to his tastes for playing at

Art. Mr. Stanton was so far better, that

,

he was able to be wheeled from one room

to another on the same floor, and to receive

a little society. His complete recovery was

altogether hopeless, but the medical men

were too considerate to tell him so—they

only spoke of its certainly being a consider-

able time before he would be quite himself

again, and of the necessity of his not attempt-

ing, till a further change took place, to leave

the suite of rooms he at present occupied.

u2
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Mr. Stanton had no inclination to dispute

their fiat. He was too weak to be other-

wise than content with the limits assigned

him. But as he grew a little better, he

amused himself by making the best of his

small domain, and having the choicestpictures

and articles of vertu brought from the lower

rooms to ornament those he now occupied.

Like his kinsman, he had an gesthetic turn,

and, since his residence at the Oaks, had

played at being a connoisseur, as the other

had at being an artist. There was a small

room at the end of the suite which he had

for some time past intended to have painted

in panel, as a little boudoir for Nelly. It

would make a charming sitting-room for

himself now. It was unfortunate that he

had not had the decorations completed be-

fore this illness. He grieved very much

over this ; and Mr. Ensdell, who had been

very active in re-arranging the pictures from
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below, fully sympathised with him. After

a time he did more than sympathise—why

could not the room be painted even now ?

The walls were all prepared, and Mr. Ens-

dell amused himself by sketching on them

some of the outlines of the groups of fruit

and flowers which were to be the subject.

Mr. Stanton sat and looked on at times,

and discussed the possibility of the work

being yet done to his satisfaction. Fruit

and flowers were not Mr. Ensdell's forte^ for

he professed he would have been willing to

undertake the task himself. Neither did he

know of any one who would quite meet Mr.

Stanton's requirements; but it was more than

probable his landlady, Mrs. Mayne, did.

He would write and ask her ; she painted

awful monstrosities herself, but she would

be sure to know of some rising young artist

who would be glad enough to do the work

well at a moderate price. Mrs. Mayne pooh-
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poohed his letter when she perused it, and

flung it to her mother for perusal.

" Why don t they get a house-painter at

once ? They might as well ask an artist to

turn paper-hanger. But I dare say that

little fool Mary Norton will be glad enough

to have such a thing to do. It will put a

little pocket-money in her way to buy a few

fineries with. If there had been no such

things as dresses and bonnets in the world,

Mary might have been an artist after all."

She wrote to Mary, telling her she wished-

to see her ; and Mary called, and had the

substance of Mr. Ensdell's letter communi-

cated to her. She doubted her own capa-

bilities at first, but Mrs. Mayne scoffed at

her timidity.

"As far as buttercups and daisies, oranges

and apples go, Mary, you'll do well enough.

Of course they're not Art, any more than you

are an artist, but they are the kind of thing

these people want, and you may as well let
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them have it. It's selling your soul for mo-

ney to do so, but they're willing to pay a good

price, and as, for some time past, you've been

selling your soul for a bad one to the picture

dealers, why, you may as well make a bet-

ter bargain now. You'll live at the house,

and I dare say they'll make you comfortable;

and you'll have change of air without any

expense; and perhaps this may lead to other

work of the same kind, which, as you will

look entirely at the money part of the ques-

tion, may be a very good thing for you. I

disapprove of the w^hole thing myself. It's

prostituting Art to make it turn house-deco-

rator. But, after all, it isn't Art these peo-

ple want. What would they do with my

Boadicea? Do you think that any one

would ever presume to decorate a house

with her?"

Mary was very sure, in her own heart,

they would not ; and feeling reassured, by

Mrs. Mayne's estimate, contemptuous as it
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was, of her powers, asked her to write to

Mr. Ensdell and signify her willingness to

undertake the commission. A few days

after she received a letter from him, enclosed

in one to Mrs. Mayne, requesting her to call

at his studio the following day, when Miss

Stanton would be there to arrange prelimi-

naries with her.

Nelly Stanton had begun to find that work

had come upon her—not such work as she

would have chosen, or such as she had an-

ticipated; but still it was work; real, earnest

employment for both heart and head, and

heart and head were all the better for it.

Mr. Stanton was a querulous invalid, and a

selfish one. Nelly was the delight of his

eyes, and he could not bear to miss her from

them. He was too great an egotist for his

love to be otherwise than selfish, and he

kept Nelly in constant attendance, till her

cheeks were blanched and her eyes dim-
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med. She was his reader, amanuensis, and

nurse. It was wonderful, according to Mr.

Stanton, how well she filled her rdle. He

was never weary of singing her praises, and

took it as a special compensation from Provi-

dence for having incapacitated him by a

stroke of paralysis, the giving him such a

daughter. Any troublesome thoughts of

that other daughter whom he had sent from

him in her infancy never distressed him now.

The unquiet memories which at the com-

mencement of his illness had so troubled

him, had not recurred again. Neither did

he give Mr. Ensdell any more lectures as to

the necessity of taking care of himself. He

was too wrapped up in his own ailments to

have much thought for aught beside. His

life had been passed within a small circle,

and filled with small events, for many years

past. The circle had only narrowed, and

the events become smaller since his illness.
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And, on the whole, as Mr. Stanton had not

the slightest idea that his very valuable life

would be at all shortened through his illness,

and as that illness gave him the privilege of

engrossing the attention of every one around

him, and keeping Nelly constantly by his side,

it was not without its small compensations.

Mr. Stanton took great credit to himself

for suggesting that Nelly should drive up to

town to meet Mary Norton. It would do

her good, and freshen her up a little. She

must get away from his sick-room once in

awhile. It was hard enough for him to

have to suffer. He must not make her life

a sacrifice altogether to his own. In reality

he wished Nelly to judge for herself whether

the young artist would be sufficiently pre-

sentable to be admitted to his apartments of

an evening, and on what footing it would be

best to place her in his house. If she was

only an artist, let her be kept in her place,
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paid for her work, and dismissed when it

was over to the sohtude of one of the sitting-

rooms downstairs. If she was really well-

bred, and tolerably educated in other matters

besides her art, she might be allowed the

privilege of lightening the tedium of his

evening hours a little, or, as he expressed it,

"be something ofj a companion to you,

Nelly. Winthrop's a good creature, and, in

your position, an inevitable necessity, but

she bores me infinitely. She seems to think
^

it necessary to be in a tearful mood directly

she comes into my room—and her tears are

really more than my nerves can stand. If

this Miss Norton is a lady—artists are so, I

think, sometimes, now-a-days—it will be a

good thing for you, Nelly ; and you can

make your arrangements accordingly. But

it is so much better to know what people

are, and on what footing to place them, be-

fore we take them into the house."
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And so it was that Nelly found herself

commissioned to treat with Mary Norton as

to the terms she was to receive for painting

the octagon room. It was a responsibility she

would have shrunk from undertaking or her

father from imposing, a few months before
;

but Nelly's responsibilities had increased of

late, since she had had the charge of her fa-

ther, as well as of her chaperon, and with a

wish to prove how punctual she could be in

a matter of business, she drove up to Court-

main Street a full quarter of an hour before

the time appointed to meet Mary Norton

there, and was shown by Sarah into Mr.

Ensdell's studio.

Mrs. Mayne was ignorant of her arrival,

not being at home at the time. She enter-

ed the house a few minutes after, letting

herself in by the latch-key, which she always

carried with her. Mrs. Baring was with

her, and the two went at once into the din-
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ing-room, where the tray was spread for

luncheon.

Mrs. Baring had only just taken off her

bonnet, and smoothed her cap by the glass,

when Sarah entered, and informed her

mistress the young woman she had employ-

ed as a model some time ago had called,

and wished to see her. Mrs. Mayne and

her mother interchanged looks—whatever

their suspicions as to Mr. Ensdell's relations

towards this young person, it would not be

wise to discuss them before Sarah ; but Mrs.

Baring was perfectly mistress of the situa-

tion. " Show her in, Sarah," she said, in

as unmoved a tone as if Meg had been duly

expected ; and then, when the* door was

closed, she turned to her daughter with,

" Tell her you've no further employment

for her, Rosa. Whatever you do, get rid of

her quietly. I suppose Mr. Ensdell's thrown

her off, as might have been expected. Don't
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let her be telling you a pack of stuff against

him ; we shall have a scene if you do, and

I'd really rather go home at once than be

drawn into one.''

" There's lobster rissoles for lunch, mam-

ma, and I think you'd better risk a scene

than lose them."

Before Mrs. Baring could reply, Meg was

ushered into the room.

The two women instinctively felt that

things were as they had imagined. Mary

Norton had not been deceived by an imagi-

nary likeness, and Meg must for some time

past have been living in a very different at-

mosphere from that ofthe squalid poverty in

which the3F had first known her. She had

put on her very sunplest dress, but Mrs.

Baring's keen eyes saw that a practised

hand had made it, and that an artiste in her

craft had furnished the tiny morsel of lace

and velvet which she had sold as a bonnet.
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She was carefully gloved, too, and her

shawl was a valuable one. Her eyes, when

she threw up her veil, were red and swol-

len, and her cheeks pale, while there was

a set, defiant look about the mouth, that it

had never worn before. She looked un-

happy, but it was not the unhappiness of a

penitent, and, in spite of the traces of tears,

there was little about her that promised a

scene. Mrs. Mayne felt puzzled how to

address her—she almost felt tempted to tell

her to take a chair. Let Meg have been as

wicked as she might, she really seemed too

well dressed to be kept standing. Mrs. Ba-

ring again came to the rescue.

" Margaret Blount, I think—the young

person my daughter formerly employed as

a model. She has given up her school, and

is not likely to require you again in that

capacity, if, as I presume, you came to see

if she would do so."
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'^ I hope I have not taken a liberty,

ma'am," said Meg, in low tones, which, low

as they were, Mrs. Mayne felt had acquired

a refinement they had not known a year

ago ;
" but I thought that perhaps you might

recommend me to some one else. I sit

very quiet, ma'am, as you know, and I

would come for even less than you were

kind enough to give me." She had turned

to Mrs. Mayne, feeling instinctively that she

should have a better chance with her than

with her mother.

Mrs. Mayne hesitated—if Meg had not

been quite so correct as she should have

been, was that any reason Art should lose

such a face ? It had lost something of its

freshness and brightness, but it had gained

in expression and force. A great deal

might be made of it still; and there was

young Sniders had asked her where he

could find a good head for his great picture
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of Jane Shore—Meg's would be the very

thing for him. " I don't know," she said,

thoughtfully, "but that I might do some-

thing for you. I don't want you myself

—

besides, you never were exactly in my line

;

but if I thought you would sit regularly, and

not absent yourself when a picture is half

finished, I might be able to recommend you."

" Are you out of your senses, Rosa?" cried

Mrs. Baring, impatiently, forgetting even her

fear of a scene in her horror at her daugh-

ter's disregard of Meg's backslidings. " Plow

is it possible for you to recommend any

young person whose character will not bear

the strictest looking into ?"

" Stuff, mamma ! It's a face Sniders wants

for his Jane Shore, and not a character—as

far as that goes, I dare say he'd think his

model all the better fitted for her part if

she did not possess one—a face and long

hair. I hope," she added, anxiously, " you

VOL. II. X
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liaven't been cutting it shorter for the sake

of arranging it in any of the absurd new

fashions they're always bringing up."

For all answer, Meg took off her bonnet,

and pulled out the pins which confined her

hair, and let it fall in its glorious luxuriance

below her waist. She had no vanity in the

matter. There was her hair, in all its

length, for Mrs. Mayne to judge whether

she was fit to be painted as Jane Shore.

She had read her story, and never pitied

its heroine. She had been false to a good

husband for a bad king, and deserved nearly

all she had brought on herself, according to

Meg. No temptation would have induced

her to have left Joe ; and though she had

not loved Mr. Ensdell, she would have been

true to him to the deatli, had it not been

for the new light whicli had dawned upon

her. Still, she was quite willing to be painted

as Jane Shore—as well her as any one else.
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Mrs. Mayne looked approvingly at her

hair. " There's a ripple and a gloss about

it that will just please Sniders. By-the-bye,

mamma, wasn't Jane Shore's hair red ?—

I

fancy so. The same colour, I think, as my

Boadicea's. But I daresay Sniders is not

particular. JeiFeries wants a Cleopatra

—

Blount might do for him if he deepened her

tones."

" I really believe, Rosa, that, for a woman

of your age, you are the greatest simpleton

in the world," observed Mrs. Baring. " The

impropriety, the utter indecorum of recom-

mending a girl of whom it would be well if

you could say that you know nothing, never

seems to occur to you. And to young men,

too ! Haven't you a spark of common

sense or conscience, that you don't perceive

the consequences likely to result from it ?"

" Good gracious, mamma, what has Art

to do with common sense ? Sniders and

x2
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JefFeries each want a face, and I send one to

them. All the consequences that I antici-

pate will be that the model will earn a few

pounds, and their pictures be done all the

sooner. As to anything else, I really don't

see that it's my affair, or yours either. But,

however, I shall see Sniders this evening, and

I'll ask him whether red hair is quite indis-

pensable. You can go away now, Blount,

and come to-morrow morning. There, good

day, lunch is coming, and we won't keep

you any longer."

Meg left the room as Sarah entered it

with the tray. The rattle of a heavy shower

of rain startled Mrs. Mayne. " That girl

must stop till this is over, or she'll be fit for

nothing if Sniders wants her. I know what

it is to have a model with a cold in the

head. I shall never forget one day with

my Boadicea, when she wanted to use her

handkerchief every two minutes."
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She went into tlie hall, where Meg stood

with her hand on the door-handle. " Come

this way—it won't do for you to get wet."

And without a thought as to the appoint-

ment made that day between Miss Stanton

and Mary Norton at Mr. Ensd ell's studio,

she opened the door and ushered her into it.
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CHAPTER XVI.

LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS.

MEG went in and sat down meclianically

in the studio—she was not aware at

first into which room Mrs. Mayne was usher-

ing her. Then she glanced round, and took

it all in. The knicknackeries of art and

vertu which Mr. Ensdell so delighted in,

the carved chairs, the heavy draperies, the

lay figure, and the unfinished picture of her-

self as Rebecca. This last was full of bitter

memories—the pride and pleasure with

which she had assumed that dress, the de-

light with which she had looked upon her-

self when so arrayed, the new thoughts

which had occupied her while Mr. Ensdell
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was reading Rebecca's story; and now also the

consciousness that Rebecca, in her stainless

purity, would have shrunk from the lost girl

who had dared to assume her semblance.

Meg had yet to learn how pitiful good

women could be—she had only seen them

stern and unforgiving to the sinner against

herself And Meg was hard, too, in her

way. Hard even on her own sins, though

they were all of ignorance. And her ideals

were not judged by a Christian standard*

The best of them were but heroic heathens.

The Gospel, with its tenderness, its infinite

pity and all-inclusive mercy, was a dead

letter still to Meg, for all she had learned

in the last six months.

So she looked on the picture of Rebecca

half fearfully. It was herself and not herself

who stood there. An accusing, reproachful

spirit looked out at her from her own eyes,

and asked her how the impure had dared
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to personate the pure—the vile and lost,

the stainless ? Ah ! how she had wept over

Rebecca's story ; how she had entered into

the spirit of her unselfish love and her life

of self-sacrifice, and wished that she had

been living now, that she might have done

her some small service—given her a flower,

and so have touched her hand,—^brushed

the hem of her dress, and so have been al-

lowed to kiss it ! And hand and dress would

have been withdrawn from her, and the

tender, loving eyes have turned ruthlessly

away, or have only rested on her face to

have flashed forth their cold, unpitying scorn.

She was a veritable hero-worshipper, this

girl, and in her darkness and ignorance of

better things she had erected to herself one

idol after another ; and now they were all

turning from her—telling her they would

none of her worship, and that between her

and them there was a gulf no devotion
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could bridge over, no tears fill up.

And then there was the unutterable bit-

terness that she had never known what

purity and honour were, till they had gone

from her for ever ; that her garments might

have been as pure, her soul as free from

soil and smirch as the proudest woman she

had read of, had she only known in time.

She wrung her hands, and looked appeal-

ingly at the picture before her. It was Re-

becca after all, though it bore her likeness,

and with the tears streaming from her eyes,

she murmured, as if to ask for pity,

" I never knew!—^in all my life till now

I never knew !"

Then she hid her face in her hands, and

sobbed aloud.

She had no thought that any one was

near to hear her sobs and broken words.

She had not perceived Mrs. Winthrop and

Eleanor Stanton when she entered the studio,
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for the simple reason that they had gone to

the little dressing-room which opened from

it. Mrs. Winthrop had torn her dress in

ahghting from the carriage ; fortunately she

always carried a housewife with her, and

Nelly sat to work to repair the damage.

Mrs. Winthrop would have been aghast at

the idea of " the young person " whom they

were to meet, discovering Miss Stanton oc-

cupied in mending her trimmings, and had

therefore been delighted to take refuge in

the aforesaid little apartment. The repairs

were completed now, and Mrs. Winthrop

was full to overflowing of feeble thanks and

apologies. Their utterance was checked,

however, by the sounds which emanated

from the studio.

Mrs. Winthrop turned in alarm to Nelly,

" The young person's taken ill, my dear

—what an extremely unpleasant thing!

—

whatever had we better do ?"
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Nelly was about to answer the question

by going at once to see what was amiss with

the "young person," when she found her

intentions anticipated as she heard a soft

girlish voice addressing the sufferer with

—

" Are you ill ? Is there anything the

matter ? Shall I get you a little water?"

It was Mary Norton. The rain had caus-

ed her to be a little past her time, compel-

ling her, on her way, to take shelter in a

shop, and she had only just entered thew

studio. Meg's face was buried in her hands,

and Mary did not see whom she was ad-

dressing, till she removed them, and looked

up. Then Mary started back, as all her

sister's cautions flashed across her mind; but

the next impulse was one of pity. The girl

looked so sorrowful and heart-broken—^if

this was a sinner, it was no impenitent or

hardened one ; and therefore, in a tone still

more gentle, she repeated

—
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" I am afraid you are ill. Can I do any-

thing for you ?"

Meg looked wistfully at her. Did she

mean it ? She knew what she was, and yet

addressed her like that. All good women,

then, were not pitiless after all ; she wiped

her tears away, and gulping down her sobs,

said, " I'm not ill, miss, but I've had a great

deal to trouble me lately. I'll go away

now—I daresay the rain is over ; if not, it

won't hurt me."

^' But it rains nearly as much as ever,"

said Mary ;
" and I am sure you are not fit

to go out in it. Do sit down and compose

yourself a little. You must—indeed you

must
!"

Mary had quite forgotten all her sister's

counsels, for she not only spoke to Meg, but

she laid her hand gently on her shoulder to

press her back into her chair. Meg looked

at her with the tears welling up into her
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eyes ; then, with a voice that smote Mary

Norton to the very heart, said, " Oh ! miss,

if you had but taken those flowers from me

last night
!"

Mary flushed scarlet. What was she to

say to this girl ? She felt sorry for what

she had had to do ; but, after all, had she

any right to regret the having done it?

Would it not be best for Meg to hear the

truth ? It would be very painful for the one

that told, as well as the one that heard it—

w

but would it not be best ? But while she

was hesitating, Meg continued, " I've no

right to blame you, miss, I know—I thought

it cruel at the time, as I did when your

sister snatched the baby from me. But it

opened my eyes to what I've been suspect-

ing for some time, and I've made up my

mind to leave that house and earn honest

bread, if people will only give me the

chance. I think Mrs. Mayne will. I'm to
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come again to-morrow, and she has half

promised to tell me of one or two painters

that might like to copy me. It's not what

I should choose, but I don't know what else

to do—I can't go back to sell flowers in the

streets. I know what that life is too well,"

she shuddered as she spoke, " but I should

be glad to get my living in any other way

than by sitting still to be stared at ; and Fm

afraid that if people come to know all, they

will turn from me as you did last night—or

worse. I don't blame you—no, I don't

blame jou, or your sister either," she added,

passionately ;
" but if you had only known

—if you had only known what a brmging

up I had I I was let to run wild from a

child, with never a one to tell me what

was right or wrong. How was I to know

it for myself? I was no worse than the

other girls in Swamp Town ; but how should

I be better ? Perhaps all good women have
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a right to turn from me ; but what chance

have I ever had of being one ? I shouldn't

be what I am if I had only known how to

be otherwise ! If I had only known !—^if I

had only known !"

Eleanor Stanton had been listening with

her hand upon the door of the little dress-

ing-room. No thought of the breach of the

convenances involved in her doing so troubled

her. Meg's broken words partly disclosed

her story, and she guessed the rest for her^

self. It was a new phase of experience in

Eleanor's life—a girl as young, or nearly so,

as herself, wailing forth that wild cry of

despair at the sin which her ignorance had

brought upon her. If she had only known !

—

and there had been none to tell her ! Her

eyes had been opened too late to learn any-

thing but her debasement ; and all the tears

they were pouring forth would never wash

it away. Nelly stood now, appalled and
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stilled by a passion her quiet, fenced-in patli

had never brought her near before ; a grief

such as she could never have conceived.

If she could only help the poor unhappy

creature now sobbing there, only whisper

something of peace and comfort to that

broken heart—perhaps bind it up, and bid

it beat anew to hope and life. Mrs. Win-

throp came up to her. " Let's get away,

my dear, I'm afraid that young woman's

no better than she should be. I wonder at

their showing her in here," she whispered,

timidly.

Nelly pushed away the hand which Mrs.

Winthrop had laid on hers, almost pettishly.

Then she stepped forward and stood by

Meg, and said simply, "You're in great

trouble. Can I help you?"

Meg remembered the voice—the same

which in that very room had told her how

beautiful she was as Rebecca—and it was
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speaking in softer, tenderer accents now,

with a deeper, fuller pity in its tones than

even Mary Norton's voice had known. She

looked up and saw that face which had

struck her as so full of girlish, radiant hap-

piness, bending on her now wistfully and

tearfully, as if asking only to be allowed to

share and soothe her grief. Mary Norton

turned too, and saw Miss Stanton for the

first time, and forgot even her own personal

interest in the young lady, as the possibility

that she might help and befriend the poor

creature before them crossed her mind.

But no such thought occurred to Meg.

This young lady could only pity her in ig-

norance of how unworthy she was of pity.

She would not deceive her. She might be

vile and fallen, but she would at least be

true. She rose, and retreated a little away

from Eleanor Stanton.

" I am in trouble, miss—trouble such as

VOL. II. Y
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you can never dream of—and you cannot

help me ; those about you would not suffer

it. Look at the lady there. Don't her

very face tell you that I'm not fit for you

to touch or speak to ?"

Mrs. Winthrop was standing with an ex-

pression of mute horror, wondering what

Mr. Stanton would think if he only saw the

person his heiress was addressing. Mary

Norton saw the look, and, with all the emo-

tion Meg had called up, could scarcely re-

press a smile at the poor lady's alarm. But to

Meg that look was full of terrible significance,

intimating so plainly as it did the barrier

between herself and the young lady. She

would go at once—she would not stay

where she had no right to be. What had

she to do in any place with the good and in-

nocent ? But Eleanor Stanton divined her

intention—perhaps, with that wonderful pre-

science which is born of infinite pity, read
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her thoughts—for she stepped forward aiid

laid her hand on her.

" I will not let you go till you have told

me how I can help you! I have heard

enough while I was in that little room to

enable me to guess the rest. You have

done wrong, and you want to do right.

Isn't it so?" she added, turning to Mary

Norton. " Perhaps, as you know a little

more than I do, you can tell me how to

help her. I am Miss Stanton of the Oaks',

near Summerly ; and I should be so glad if

this poor creature would only let me help

her
!"

Meg shook her head firmly and resolute-

ly. "I have no right to be here—no right

to trouble you! If you knew all you'd won-

der how I could hold up my head and look

you in the face. Miss Norton's sister snatch-

ed her baby from me when I w^as kissing it

—^last night Miss Norton would not take a
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few flowers from me—I don t blame them.

Miss Norton has been far better to me than

I deserve—but what am I, that you or

she should waste a thought upon me ? Ask

that lady there, who has been longer in the

world than both of you, she will tell you

that such as I ought not to breathe the same

air for a moment with such as you. But if

I had only known !—oh ! if I had only

known, do you think there would have been

all this difference between us ?"

She moaned the last words forth as ifthey

were wrung from her by unutterable pain.

She stood downcast, pale, and tearless-eyed.

She had wept so much since the preceding

night, that her tears seemed now exhausted,

while from the eyes of Eleanor Stanton

they were streaming forth, and Mary Nor-

ton's were dimmed with them. Eleanor

was looking wistfully, eagerly even, as she

wept, at the despairing face before her.
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Could she do nothing—nothing for this un-

happy girl ? Would she not let her aid her

in the least ? She could almost have flung

herself at her feet, and implored her to let

her do so ! Mary Norton looked at the two

faces before her, and something she saw in

both startled her. She looked again—hers

were an artist's eyes, and quick at tracing

resemblances. And there was an undoubted

likeness betweenthesetwofaces, thoughMeg s,

even in the gloom of its despair, was of infi-

nitely the higher order of beauty. At the

best, Nelly Stanton's face had but the charm

of excessive prettiness, of freshness and

youth, and radiant colouring, rather than of

perfect form or classic outline. A face

whose changeful hues and varying expres-

sions would have delighted a poet rather

than a painter, and which no sculptor would

have selected as the type of his ideal. But

Meg's face, to an artist's eye, was almost
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perfect—it needed all the glorious splendour

of the eyes, the wealth of the dark tresses,

the rich, full colouring of cheek and lip, to

preserve it from being almost too coldly

classical. But still there was a likeness

—

even the tender, wistful pity of the one face,

and the darkling hopelessness of the other,

could not obliterate it. Mary looked in

puzzled wonderment at one and the other.

It was a strange chance that had brought

these two together. It was a stranger

chance still that had stamped the same im-

press on each face.

Meg turned again towards the door, and

Nelly sprang towards her. " You shall not

go like this ! Is there not one God for you

and me ? One Christ who lived and died

for us ? It may be you are not in need of

help, but you sorely need some comfort.

Don't you know—haven't you heard—oh !

perhaps you, poor, poor unhappy one, they
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never told you how a woman wlio was a

sinner sat at His feet, and bathed them with

her tears, and wiped them with her hair.

And He pitied and forgave her. You can-

not have sinned in your short hfe as she had

sinned in hers—and who am I that I should

shrink from you when He, the holy and the

sinless, did not from her? I think of Him

when I speak to you, and in His name I tell

you there is peace and pardon for all. If

you'll only think it—if you'll only belies

it, and for His dear sake ask your Father

and His to be forgiven !"

Nelly spoke with streaming eyes and

quivering lips. She was carried away by

her own earnestness. Could nothing—no-

thing be done for this poor creature with

whom the world must have dealt so hardly ?

Could she not be brought to feel that God

judgeth not as man judgeth, and that to the

servant who knew not his Master's will, and
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failed to do it, judgment would not be hardly

meted out ? Given that she had gone wrong

—given that she had, in her darkness, wan-

dered far astray—was she, therefore, to con-

sider herself lost for evermore—hopelessly

sunk and fallen ? In the name of Christ,

no ! In the name of all that was best, and

purest, and tenderest in womanhood, no •

There was hope, there was peace, there was

pardon yet for her ! Why did words fail

to tell of it ? How should she find a way

to reach her soul ? Instinctively she flung

her arms around Meg, and kissed her lips,

and in another second found her hands

clasped and covered with tears and kisses.

That embrace had done more than the elo-

quence of a Paul could have wrought. It

had not reconciled Meg to herself—nothing

could do that—but it had made her feel

there was something in common between

herself and other women ; that her degrada-
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tion was not so great and irremediable as

she had imagined. And if Eleanor Stanton

had wished to conquer Meg's very soul, and

bind it to her for ever, she could not have

gone to work a surer way than by pressing

that kiss upon her lips. It was so little, yet

it meant so much. Meg felt that she could

have laid her life down for the girl who had

folded her in her arms, and whose tears she

had felt upon her cheek. Sister to sister

could have done no more ! Only a kiss !-;-

but all her life she should feel the better

and the purer for it ! Only a kiss !—but

that life would be little enough to give in

return

!

Another moment, and she was pacing

homewards through the streets. If she had

been infirm and weak of purpose before,

she would be strong enough now. With

the memory of that kiss upon her lips,

she would brave anything, dare anything,
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rather than live another day under Mr.

Ensdell's roof. The future might take care

of itself There was always the river as a

last resource ; but henceforth she would eat

honest bread, or starve !
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